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FOREWORD 


I feel that an explanation may be called for. Should 
there be another collection of short stories? My answer 
is that it was unavoidable. Here was the Modern Library, 
so admirably constructed from the materials of all litera- 
ture, past or present, which the modern reader finds 
interesting and important. And here were certain authors, 
not represented in the Library, and certain stories. Any 
excellence of this particular result will be due rather more 
to Mr. Bennett A. Cerf and Mr. Donald S. Klopfer. 
president and vice-president of the Library, than to me. 
Their selections enriched and fructified my simple idea* 

In making a book of this gort, I feel that the basis 
should be the authors ideally to be included. That may 
mean the sacrifice of the ideally desirable story in a few 
instances, because, after all, the collection must stand by 
itself and in itself be enjoyable. It must have variety, 
balance, color and a few other graces of interior adjust- 
ment. The other principle, to select simply the ideal 
stories, is subject to the same interior requirement, and 
may have the added difficulty of closed outlets. For short 
stories are not unlike beautiful gardens, but some of them 
hold, behind their contracted walls, almost all of beauty 
which the maker had it in him to achieve. Others are 
garden closes with gates upon “fresh woods and pastures 
new.” 

The thought of each story as a felicitous approach to the 
work of its author has been incessant with us. In that way, 
perhaps, we may not have done so badly. 

1 will add that no theories of what the short story is 
• vii 
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have hampered our selection. There have been theories 
enough and too many. For my part, I am nearly willing 
to fall back upon the cry of a wearied professional reader 
whom I once heard exclaim: “Oh, for a story in which 
something significant happens to somebody !” She did not 
go on to explain ( i ) that the significance must exist^ for 
the reader in a fashion only less closely personal than for 
the undergoing character, and (2) that the nature of the 
happening determines the form of the story. She may 
have believed these corollaries, but I suspect she under- 
stood by then that whatever you say on the subject of the 
Short Story will be used against you. Intrepid souls, like 
Edward J. O’Brien, continue to speak; and I should like 
nothing better than to comment sympathetically on Mr. 
O’Brien’s plaint that American magazines have mech- 
anized the story form if I thought the matter strictly 
relevant. I do not. I find it impossible to imagine any 
necessary connection between literature, which has existed 
for thousands of years, and a form of publication which 
has existed for less than ‘a hundred. It may accidentally 
happen that a magazine will publish a work of literary art, 
just as a comet may collide with one of the brighter 
“fixed” stars, but the latter event is presumably calculable, 
the former isn’t yet. 

And whatever you say about authors may also be used 
against you. Reviewing my most recent book, a condensed 
account of “The American Novel,” Mr. G. D. Eaton, an 
editor of Plain Talk , has just pronounced that work a col- 
lection of “the lousiest literary judgments” he has ever 
been privileged to peruse. Please, therefore, consider me as 
simply crawling in the observations that follow. 

Without making a conscientious comment on each author 
represented, or each story, I should like to risk a sen- 
tence or two about several. Willa Cather seems to me to 
offer the best example of pure reliance on the material to 
her hand. She slightly manipulates it, for shapeliness and 
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the better display of hue and texture, but that is all. 
W. Somerset Maugham offers a rather perfect illustration 
of an opposite extreme. It was quite inevitable that “The 
Letter” should be adapted for the stage. Mr. Maugham 
himself feels that, as a story, it is rather too bare — drama 
with not much more than the necessary descriptions and 
stage directions. Of Katherine Mansfield it is perhaps 
enough to affim her profoundly original genius, strong 
enough to survive the deluge of imitators. She suffers 
only temporarily from having become an Influence, I feel. 
Ernest Hemingway and Glenway Wescott are accom- 
plishing in prose fiction an equivalent for what the 
Imagists set out to achieve in poetry — to my mind, the 
accomplishment is more convincing. On the other hand, 
with D. H. Lawrence, something like indifference exists 
among good critics (such as E. M. Forster) to his actual 
achievement. They understand perfectly well that under 
the most favorable circumstances this will be only the 
rustle of moonbeams and the saffron of unrisen suns. 

Of Joseph Conrad’s story, file longest in the book, one 
should note that a great weight of critical authority has 
been mustered to pronounce it the finest short story in the 
English language. Knowledge of this has not been able in 
any known instance to spoil the enjoyment of the reader. 
I lay this unparalleled tribute at the feet of “Heart of 
Darkness” and depart. 

Grant Overton 
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i 

The Nellie , a cruising yawl, swung to her anchor with- 
out a flutter of the sails, and was at rest. The flood had 
made, the wind was nearly calm, and being bound down 
the river, the only thing for it was to come to and wait 
for the turn of the tide. 

The sea-reach of the Thames stretched before us like the 
beginning of an interminable waterway. In the offing the 
sea and the sky were welded together without a joint, and 
in the luminous space the tanned sails of the barges drift- 
ing up with the tide seemed V) stand still in red clusters 
of canvas sharply peaked, with gleams of varnished sprits. 
A haze rested on the low shores that ran out to sea in 
vanishing flatness. The air was dark above Gravesend, and 
farther back still seemed condensed into a mournful 
gloom, brooding motionless over the biggest, and the 
greatest, town on earth. 

The Director of Companies was our captain and our 
host We four affectionately watched his back as he stood 
In the bows looking to seaward. On the whole river there 
was nothing that looked half so nautical. He resembled a 
pilot, which to a seaman is trustworthiness personified. It 
was difficult to realize his work was not out there in the 
luminous estuary, but behind him, within the brooding 
gloom. 

Between us there was, as I have already said some- 
where, the bond of the sea. Besides holding our hearts 
together through long periods of separation, it had the 
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effect of making us tolerant of each other’s yarns — and ! 

even convictions. The Lawyer — the best of old fellows — 
had, because of his many years and many virtues, the only 
cushion on deck, and was lying on the only rug. The Ac- ; 

countant had brought out already a box of dominoes, and j 

was toying architecturally with the bones. Marlow .sat i 
cross-legged right aft, leaning against the mizzen-mast. 

He had sunken cheeks, a yellow complexion, a straight 
back, an ascetic aspect, and, with his arms dropped, the 
palms of hands outwards, resembled an idol. The director, 
satisfied the anchor had good hold, made his way aft and 
sat down amongst us. We exchanged a few words lazily. 
Afterwards there was silence on board the yacht. For 
some reason or other we did not begin that game of 
dominoes. We felt meditative, and fit for nothing but 
placid staring. The day was ending in a serenity of still 
and exquisite brilliance. The water shone pacifically; the 
sjjy, without a speck, was a benign immensity of un- 
stained light ; the very mist ..on the Essex marshes was like 
a gauzy and radiant fabric, hung from the wooded rises 
inland, and draping the low shores in diaphanous folds. 

Only the gloom to the west, brooding over the upper 
reaches, became more somber every minute, as if angered 
by the approach of the sun. 

And at last, in its curved and imperceptible fall, the sun 
sank low, and from glowing white changed to a dull red 
without rays and without heat, as if about to go out sud- 
denly, stricken to death by the touch of that gloom brood- 
ing over a crowd of men. 

Forthwith a change came over the waters, and the 
serenity became less brilliant but more profound. The old 
river in its broad reach rested unruffled at the decline of 
day, after ages of good service done to the race that 
peopled its banks, spread out in the tranquil dignity of a ; 
waterway leading to the uttermost ends of the earth. We 
looked at the venerable stream not in the vivid flush of a ■] 
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short day that comes and departs forever, but in the 
august light of abiding memories. And indeed nothing is 
easier for a man who has, as the phrase goes, “followed 
the sea” with reverence and affection, than to evoke the 
great spirit of the past upon the lower reaches of the 
Thames. The tidal current runs to and fro in its unceasing 
service, crowded with memories of men and ships it had 
borne to the rest of home or to the battles of the sea. It 
had known and served all the men of whom the nation is 
proud, from Sir Francis Drake to Sir John Franklin, 
knights all, titled and untitled — the knights-errant of the 
sea. It had borne all the ships whose names are like jewels 
flashing in the night of time, from the Golden Hind re- 
turning with her round flanks full of treasure, to be visited 
by the Queen’s Highness and thus pass out of the gigantic 
tale, to the Erebus and Terror, bound on other conquests 
. — and that never returned. It had known the ships and the 
men. They had sailed from Deptford, from Greenwich, 
from Erith — the adventurers Vid the settlers ; kings’ ships 
and the ships of men on ’Change; captains, admirals, the 
dark “interlopers” of the Eastern trade, and the commis- 
sioned “generals” of East India fleets. Hunters for gold or 
pursuers of fame, they all had gone out on that stream, 
bearing the sword, and often the torch, messengers of the 
might within the land, bearers of a spark from the sacred 
fire. What greatness had not floated on the ebb of that 
river into the mystery of an unknown earth The 
dreams of men, the seed of commonwealths, the germs 
of empires. 

The sun set; the dusk fell on the stream, and lights 
began to appear along the shore. The Chapman lighthouse, 
a three-legged thing erect on a mud-flat, shone strongly. 
Lights of ships moved in the fairway— a great stir of 
lights going up and going down. And farther west on the ^ 
upper reaches the place of the monstrous town was still " 
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like a flash of lightning in the clouds. We live in the 
flicker— may -it last as long as the old earth keeps rolling! 
But darkness was here yesterday. Imagine the feelings of 
a commander of a fine — what d’ye call ’em ? — trireme in 
the Mediterranean, ordered suddenly to the north; run 
ovedand across the Gauls in a hurry ; put in charge of 
one of these craft the legionaries — a wonderful lot of 
handy men they must have been, too — used to build, ap- 
parently by the hundred, in a month or two, if we may 
believe what we read. Imagine him here — the very end 
of the world, a sea the color of lead, a sky the color of 
smoke, a kind of ship about as rigid as a concertina — 
and going up this river with stores, or orders, or 
what you like. Sand-banks, marshes, forests, savages, — 
precious little to eat fit for a civilized man, nothing 
but Thames water to drink. No Falernian wine here, 
no going ashore. Here and there a military camp lost 
in a wilderness, like a needle in a bundle of hay— • 
cold, fog, tempests, disease, Vxile, and death,— death 
skulking in the air, in the water, in the bush. They 
must have been dying like flies here. Oh, yes — he did it. 
Did it very well, too, no doubt, and without thinking much 
about it either, except afterwards to brag of what he had 
gone through in his time, perhaps. They were men enough 
to face the darkness. And perhaps he was cheered by 
keeping his eye on a chance of promotion to the fleet at 
Ravenna by and by, if he had good friends in Rome and 
survived the awful climate. Or think of a decent young 
citizen in a toga — perhaps too much dice, you know' — 
coming out here in the train of some prefect, or tax- 
gatherer, or trader even, to mend his fortunes. Land in a 
swamp, march through the woods, and in some inland post 
feel the savagery, the utter savagery, had closed round 
him, — all that mysterious life of the wilderness that stirs 
in the forest, in the jungles, in the hearts of wild men. 
There’s no initiation either into such mysteries. He has to 
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live in the midst of the incomprehensible, which is also 
detestable. And it has a fascination, too, that goes to work 
upon him. The fascination of the abomination — you know, 
imagine the growing regrets, the longing to escape, the 
powerless disgust, the surrender, the hate.” 

He paused. * 

“Mind,” he began again, lifting one arm from* the elbow, 
the palm of the hand outwards, so that, with his legs folded 
before him, he had the pose of a Buddha preaching in 
European clothes and without a lotus-flower — “Mind, none 
of us would feel exactly like this. What saves us is effi- 
ciency — the devotion to efficiency. But these chaps were not 
much account, really. They were no colonists ; their admin- 
istration -was merely a squeeze, and nothing more, I sus- 
pect. They were conquerors, and for that you want only 
brute force — nothing to boast of, when you have it, since 
your strength is just an accident arising from the weak- 
ness of others. They grabbed what they could get for the 
sake of what was to be^ got. It was just robbery with 
violence, aggravated murder on a great scale, and men 
going at it blind — as is very proper for those who tackle a 
darkness. The conquest of the earth, which mostly means 
the taking it away from those who have a different com- 
plexion or slightly flatter noses than ourselves, is not a 
pretty thing when you look into it too much. What redeems 
it is the idea only. An idea at the back of it ; not a senti- 
mental pretense but an idea; and an unselfish belief in the 
idea — something you can set up, and bow down before, and 
offer a sacrifice to. ...” 

He broke off. Flames glided in the river, small green 
flames, red flames, white flames, pursuing, overtaking, join- 
, ing, crossing each other— then separating slowly or hastily. 
The traffic of the great city went on in the deepening night 
upon the sleepless river. We looked on, waiting patiently — 
there was nothing else to do till the end of the flood ; but 
it was only after a long silence, when he said, in a hesitat- 
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ing voice, “I suppose you fellows remember I did once turn 
fresh-water bailor for a bit,” that we knew we were fated, 
before the ebb began to run, to hear one of Marlow’s in- 
conclusive experiences. 

“I don’t want to bother you much with what happened 
to me personally,” he began, showing in this remark the 
weakness t>f many tellers of tales who seem so often 
unaware of what their audience would best like to hear; 
“yet to understand the effect of it on me you ought to 
know how I got out there, what I saw, how I went up that 
river to the place where I first met the poor chap. It was 
the farthest point of navigation and the culminating point 
of my experience. It seemed somehow to throw a kind of 
light on everything about me — and into my thoughts. It 
was somber enough, too — and pitiful — not extraordinary in 
any way — not very clear either. No, not very clear. And 
yet it seemed to throw a kind of light. 

“I had then, as you remember, just returned to London- 
after a lot of Indian Ocean, Pac^&c, China Seas — a regular 
dose of the East — six years or so, and I was loafing about, 
hindering you fellows in your work and invading your 
homes, just as though I had got a heavenly mission to 
civilize you. It was very fine for a time, but after a bit I 
did get tired of resting. Then I began to look for a ship 
— I should think the hardest work on earth. But the ships 
wouldn’t even look at me. And I got tired of that game, 
too. 

“Now when I was a little chap I had a passion for maps. 

I would look for hours at South America, or Africa, or 
Australia, and lose myself in all the glories of exploration. 
At that time there were many blank spaces on the earth, 
and when I saw one that looked particularly inviting on a 
map (but they all look that) I would put my finger on it 
and say, When I grow up I will go there. The North Pole 
was one of these places, I remember. Well, I haven’t been 
there yet, and shall not try now. The glamour’s off. Other 
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places were scattered about the Equator, and in every sort 
of latitude all over the two hemispheres. I 'have been in 
some of them, and . . . well, we won’t talk about that. But 
there was one yet — the biggest, the most blank, so to speak 
— that I had a hankering after. 

"True, by this time it was not a blank space any more. 
It had got filled since my childhood with rivers and lakes 
and names. It had ceased to be a blank space of delightful 
mystery — a white patch for a boy to dream gloriously over. 
It had become a place of darkness. But there was in it 
one river especially, a mighty big river, that you could see 
on the map, resembling an immense snake uncoiled, with 
its head in the sea, its body at rest curving afar over a vast 
country, and its tail lost in the depths of the land. And as 
I looked at the map of it in a shop- window, it fascinated 
me as a snake would a bird — a silly little bird. Then I re- 
membered there was a big concern, a Company for trade 
• on that river. Dash it all! I thought to myself, they can’t 
trade without using somet4ind of craft on that lot of fresh 
water — steamboats! Why shouldn’t I try to get charge of 
one ? I went on along Fleet Street, but could not shake off 
the idea. The snake had charmed me. 

“You understand it was a Continental concern, that 
Trading society; but I have a lot of relations living on the 
Continent, because it’s cheap and not so nasty as it looks, 
they say. 

“I am sorry to own I began to worry them. This was 
already a fresh departure for me. I was not used to getting 
things that way, you know. I always went my own road 
and on my own legs where I had a mind to go. I wouldn’t 
have believed it of myself; but, then — you see — I felt 
somehow I must get there by hook or by crook. So I 
worried them. The men said "My dear fellow/ and did 
nothing. Then — would you believe it?— I tried the women. 
I, Charlie Marlow, set the women to work — to get a job. 
|j Heavens! Well, you see, the notion drove me. I had an 
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aunt, a dear enthusiastic soul. She wrote: 'It will he de- 
lightful. I am ready to do anything, anything for you. It is 
a glorious idea. I know the wife of a very high personage 
in the Administration, and also a man who has lots of 
influence with/ etc., etc. She was determined to make no 
end, of fuss to get me appointed skipper of a river steam- 
boat, if suth was my fancy. 

“I got my appointment — of course ; and I got it very 
quick. It appears the Company had received news that one 
of their captains had been killed in a scuffle with the 
natives. This was my chance, and it made me the more 
anxious to go. It was only months and months afterwards, 
when I made the attempt to recover what was left of the 
body, that I heard the original quarrel arose from a mis- 
understanding about some hens. Yes, two black hens. 
Fresleven — that was the fellow’s name, a Dane— thought 
himself wronged somehow in the bargain, so he went 
ashore and started to hammer the chief of the village with^ 
a stick. Oh, it didn’t surprise in the least to hear this, 
and at the same time to be told that Fresleven was the 
gentlest, quietest creature that ever walked on two legs. No 
doubt he was; but he had been a couple of years already 
iOut there engaged in the noble cause, you know, and he 
probably felt the need at last of asserting his self-respect 
in some way. Therefore he whacked the old nigger merci- 
lessly, while a big crowd of his people watched him, thun- 
derstruck, till some man — I was told the chief’s son — in 
desperation at hearing the old chap yell, made a tentative 
jab with a spear at the white man — and of course it went 
quite easy between the shoulder-blades. Then the whole 
population cleared into the forest, expecting all kinds of 
calamities to happen, while, on the other hand, the steamer 
Fresleven commanded left also in a bad panic, in charge of 
the engineer, I believe. Afterwards nobody seemed to 
trouble much about Fresleven’s remains, till I got out and 
stepped into his shoes. I couldn’t let it rest, though ; but 
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when an opportunity offered at last to meet my prede- 
cessor, the grass growing through his ribs was tall enough 
to hide his bones. They were all there. The supernatural 
being had not been touched after he fell. And the village 
was deserted, the huts gaped black, rotting, all askew 
within the fallen enclosures. A calamity had come Jo it, 
sure enough. The people had vanished. Mad •terror had 
scattered them, men, women, and children, through the 
bush, and they had never returned. What became of the 
hens I don’t know either. I should think the cause of 
progress got them, anyhow. However, through this glorious 
affair I got my appointment, before I had fairly begun to 
hope for it. 

“I flew around like mad to get ready, and before forty- 
eight hours I was crossing the Channel to show myself to 
my employers, and sign the contract. In a very few hours 
I arrived in a city that always makes me think of a whited 
. sepulcher. Prejudice no doubt. I had no difficulty in finding 
the Company’s offices. was the biggest thing in the 
town, and everybody I met was full of it. They were 
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mg-room. I gave my name, and looked about. Deal table in 
the middle, plain chairs all around the walls, on one end a 
large shining map, marked with all the colors of a rainbow. 
There was a vast amount of red — good to see at any time, 
because one knows that some real work is done in there, 
a device of a lot of blue, a little green, smears of orange, 
and, on the East Coast, a purple patch, to show where the 
jolly pioneers of progress drink the jolly lager-beer. How- 
ever, I wasn’t going into any of these. I was going into the 
yellow. Dead in the center. And the river was there — fas- 
cinating — deadly — like a snake. Gugh! A door opened, a 
white-haired secretarial head, but wearing a compassionate 
expression, appeared, and a skinny forefinger beckoned me 
into the sanctuary. Its light was dim, and a heavy writing- 
desk squatted in the middle. From behind that structure 
came out an impression of pale plumpness in a frock-coat. 
The great man himself. He was five feet six, I should 
judge, and had his grip on the handle-end of ever so many # 
millions. He shook hands, I fan^jr, murmured vaguely, was 
satisfied with my French. Bon voyage. 

“In about forty-five seconds I found myself again in 
the waiting-room with the compassionate secretary, who, 
full of desolation and sympathy, made me sign some docu- 
ment. I believe I undertook amongst other things not to 
disclose any trade secrets. Well, I am not going to. 

“I began to feel slightly uneasy. You know I am not 
used to such ceremonies, and there was something ominous 
in the atmosphere. It was just as though I had been let 
into some conspiracy — I don’t know — something not quite 
right ; and I was glad to get out. In the outer room the 
two women knitted black wool feverishly. People were 
arriving, and the younger one was walking back and forth 
introducing them. The old one sat on her chair. Her flat 
cloth slippers were propped up on a foot-warmer, and a cat 
reposed on her lap. She wore a starched white affair on her 
head, had a wart on one cheek, and silver-rimmed spec- 
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tacles hung on the tip of her nose. She glanced at me 
above the glasses. The swift and indifferent placidity of 
that look troubled me. Two youths with foolish and 
cheery countenances were being piloted over, and she 
threw at them the same quick glance of unconcerned wis- 
dom. She seemed to know all about them and about me, 
too. An eerie feeling came over me. She seemed uncanny 
and fateful Often far away there I thought of these two, 
guarding the door of Darkness, knitting black wool as for a 
warm pall, one introducing, introducing continuously to 
the unknown, the other scrutinizing the cheery and foolish 
faces with unconcerned old eyes. Avel Old knitter of black 
wool. Morituri te salutant. Not many of those she looked at 
ever saw her again — not half, by a long way. 

“There was yet a visit to the doctor. 'A simple for- 
mality/ assured me the secretary, with an air of taking an 
immense part in all my sorrows. Accordingly a young chap 
„ wearing his hat over the left eyebrow, some clerk I sup- 
pose, — there must have b<pi clerks in the business, though 
the house was as still as a house in a city of the dead — 
came from somewhere upstairs, and led me forth. He was 
shabby and careless, with inkstains on the sleeves of his 
jacket, and his cravat was large and billowy, under a chin 
shaped like the toe of an old boot. It was a little too early 
for the doctor, so I proposed a drink, and thereupon he 
developed a vein of joviality. As we sat over our vermuths 
he glorified the Company’s business, and by and by I ex- 
pressed casually my surprise at him not going out there. 
He became very cool and collected all at once. T am not 
such a fool as I look, quoth Plato to his disciples/ he said 
sententiously, emptied his glass with great resolution, and 
we rose. 

“The old doctor felt my pulse, evidently thinking of 
something else the while. ‘Good, good for there/ he mum- 
bled, and then with a certain eagerness asked me whether 
I would let him measure my head. Rather surprised, I said 
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Yes, when he produced a thing like calipers and got the 
dimensions back and front and every way, taking notes 
carefully. He was an unshaven little man in a threadbare 
coat like a gaberdine, with his feet in slippers, and I 
thought him a harmless fool. ‘I always ask leave, in the 
interests of science, to measure the crania of those going 
out ’there,’, he said. ‘And when they come back, too ?’ I 
asked. ‘Oh, I never see them,’ he remarked; ‘and, more- 
over, the changes take place inside, you know.’ He smiled, 
as if at some quiet joke. ‘So you are going out there. 
Famous. Interesting, too.’ He gave me a searching glance, 
and made another note. ‘Ever any madness in your family?’ 
he asked, in a matter-of-fact tone. I felt very annoyed. ‘Is 
that question in the interests of science, too?’ ‘It would be,’ 
he said, without taking notice of my irritation, ‘interesting 
for science to watch the mental changes of individuals, on 
the spot, but . . .’ ‘Are you an alienist?’ I interrupted. 
‘Every doctor should be — a little,’ answered that original, 
imperturbably. ‘I have a little theory which you Messieurs' 

1 4- 4-Vi am rmicf r\rrvtrA T'llic ie rnv shfl/Tf*. 
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a lady's drawing-room to look, we had a long quiet chat by 
the fireside. In the course of these confidences it became 
quite plain to me I had been represented to the wife of the 
high" dignitary, and goodness knows to how many more 
people besides, as an exceptional and gifted creature — a 
piece of good fortune for the Company — a man you don’t 
get hold of every day. Good heavens ! and I wg.s going to 
take charge of a two-penny-half -penny river-steamboat 
with a penny whistle attached! It appeared, however, I 
was also one of the Workers, with a capital — you know. 
Something like an emissary of light, something like a lower 
sort of apostle. There had been a lot of such rot let loose 
in print and talk just about that time, and the excellent 
woman, living right in the rush of all that humbug, got 
carried off her feet. She talked about 'weaning those igno- 
rant millions from their horrid ways,’ till, upon my word, 
she made me quite uncomfortable. I ventured to hint that 
the Company was run for profit. 

/"You forget, dear Charlie, that the laborer is worthy 
of his hire,’ she said, brigntly. It’s queer how out of touch 
with truth women are. They live in a world of their own, 
and there has never been anything like it, and never can 
be. It is too beautiful altogether, and if they were to set 
it up it would go to pieces before the first sunset. Some 
confounded fact we men have been living contentedly with 
ever since the day of creation would start up and knock 
the whole thing over. 

"After this I got embraced, told to wear flannel, be sure 
to write often, and so on — and I left. In the street — I 
don’t know why — a queer feeling came to me that I was 
an impostor. Odd thing that I, who used to clear out for 
any part of the world at twenty-four hours’ notice, with 
less thought than most men give to the crossing of a 
street, had a moment — I won’t say of hesitation, but of 
startled pause, before this commonplace affair. The best 
way I can explain it to you is by saying that, for a second 
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or two, I felt as though, instead of going to the center 
of a continent, I were about to set off for the center of 
the earth. 

“I left in a French steamer, and she called in every 
blamed port they have out there, for, as far as I could 
see, # the sole purpose of landing soldiers and custom- 
house officers. I watched the coast. Watching a coast 
as it slips by the ship is like thinking about an enigma. 
There it is before you — smiling, frowning, inviting, grand, 
mean, insipid, or savage, and always mute with an air of 
whispering, Come and find out. This one was almost fea- 
tureless, as if still in the making, with an aspect of monot- 
onous grimness. The edge of a colossal jungle, so dark- 
green as to be almost black, fringed with white surf, ran 
straight, like a ruled line, far, far away along a blue sea 
whose glitter was blurred by a creeping mist. The sun 
was fierce, the land seemed to glisten and drip with steam. 
Here and there grayish- whitish specks showed up clustered 
inside the white surf, with a ff^g flying above them per- 
haps. Settlements some centuries old, and still no bigger 
than pinheads on the untouched expanse of their back- 
ground. We pounded along, stopped, landed soldiers; 
went on, landed custom-house clerks to levy toll in what 
looked like a God-forsaken wilderness, with a tin shed 
and a flag-pole lost in it; landed more soldiers — to take 
care of the custom-house clerks, presumably. Some, I 
heard, got drowned in the surf; but whether they did or 
not, nobody seemed particularly to care. They were just 
flung out there, and on we went. Every day the coast 
looked the same, as though we had not moved; but we 
passed various places — -trading places — with names like 
Gran* Bassam, Little Popo; names that seemed to belong 
to some sordid farce acted in front of a sinister back- 
cloth. The idleness of a passenger, my isolation amongst 
all these men with whom I had no point of contact, the 
oily and languid sea, the uniform somberness of the coast, 


IS GREAT MODERN SHORT STORIES 

seemed to keep me away from the truth of things, within 
[ the toil of a mournful and senseless delusion. The voice 
of the surf heard now and then was a positive pleasure, 

; like the speech of a brother. It was something natural, 

| that had its reason, that had a meaning. Now and then a 

* boat from the shore gave one a momentary contact *with 
. reality. It was paddled by black fellows. Yo« could see 
! from afar the white of their eyeballs glistening. They 

jj shouted, sang; their bodies streamed with perspiration ; 

l they had faces like grotesque masks — these chaps; but 

\ they had bone, muscle, a wild vitality, an intense energy 

of movement, that was as natural and true as the surf 
I along their coast. They wanted no excuse for being there. 

| They were a great comfort to look at. For a time I would 

| feel I belonged still to a world of straightforward facts; 

| but the feeling would not last long. Something would turn 

| up to scare it away. Once, I remember, we came upon a 
I * man-of-war anchored off the coast. There wasn’t even a 
I shed there, and she was ^Selling the bush. It appears the 
| French had one of their wars going on thereabouts. Her 

I ensign dropped limp like a rag; the muzzles of the long 

J six-inch guns stuck out all over the low hull; the greasy, 

I slimy swell swung her up lazily and let her down, sway- 

I ing her thin masts. In the empty immensity of earth, sky, 

1 and water, there she was, incomprehensible, firing into a 

I continent. Pop, would go one of the six-inch guns ; a 

j small flame would dart and vanish, a little white smoke 

1 would disappear, a tiny projectile would give a feeble 

screech — and nothing happened. Nothing could happen 
There was a touch of insanity in the proceeding, a sens ; 
of lugubrious drollery in the sight ; and it was not dis- 1 
sipated by somebody on board assuring me earnestly there 
was a camp of natives— he called them enemies ! — hidden 
j out of sight, somewhere. | 

I “We gave her her letters (I heard the men in that ; 

lonely ship were dying of fever at the rate of three a day) ? 

T ; ' : • : r 
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and went on. We called at some more places with farcical 
names, where the merry dance of death and trade goes 
on in a still and earthy atmosphere as of an overheated 
catacomb ; all along the formless coast bordered by dan- 
gerous surf, as if Nature herself had tried to ward off 
intruders; in and out of rivers, streams of death in life, 
who$e banks were rotting into mud, whose waters, thick- 
ened into slime, invaded the contorted mangroves, that 
seemed to. writhe at us in the extremity of an impotent 
despair. Nowhere did we stop long enough to get a 
particularized impression, but the general sense of vague 
and oppressive wonder grew upon me. It was like a weary 
pilgrimage amongst hints for nightmares. 

“It was upward of thirty days before I saw the mouth 
of the big river. We anchored off the seat of the govern- 
ment. But my work would not begin till some two hundred 
miles farther on. So as soon as I could I made a start 
for a place thirty miles higher up. 

“I had my passage on a littte sea-going steamer. Her 
captain was a, Swede, and knowing me for a seaman, in- 
vited me on the bridge. He was a young man, lean, fair, 
and morose, with lanky hair and a shuffling gait. As we 
left the miserable little wharf, he tossed his head con- 
temptuously at the shore. ‘Been living there?' he asked. 
I said, ‘Yes/ ‘Fine lot these government chaps— are 
they not?' he went on, speaking English with great pre- 
cision and considerable bitterness. ‘It is funny what 
some people will do for a few francs a month. I wonder 
what becomes of that kind when it goes up-country?’ I 
said to him I expected to see that soon. ‘So-o-o l* he ex- 
claimed. He shuffled athwart, keeping one eye ahead 
vigilantly. ‘Don't be too sure,’ he continued. ‘The other 
day I took up a man who hanged himself on the road. 
He was a Swede, too.' ‘Hanged himself! Why, in God's 
name?' I cried. He kept on looking out watchfully. ‘Who 
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knows? The sun was too much for him, or the country 

perhaps/ 

“At last we opened a reach. A rocky cliff appeared, 
mounds of turned-up earth by the shore, houses on a hill, 
others with iron roofs, amongst a waste of excavations, or 
hanging to the declivity. A continuous noise of the rapids 
above hovered over this scene of inhabited devastation. A 
lot of people, mostly black and naked, moved about like 
ants. A jetty projected into the river. A blinding sunlight 
drowned all this at times in a sudden recrudescence of 
glare. ‘There's your Company's station/ said the Swede, 
pointing to three wooden barrack-like structures on the 
rocky slope. T will send your things up. Four boxes did 
you say? So. Farewell/ 

“I came upon a boiler wallowing in the grass, then 
found a path leading up the hill. It turned aside for the 
bowlders, and also for an undersized railway-truck lying 
there on its back with its wheels in the air. One was off. 

l • 

The thing looked as dead ^s the carcass of some animal. I 
came upon more pieces ot decaying machinery, a stack of 
rusty rails. To the left a clump of trees made a shady 
spot, where dark things seemed to stir feebly. I blinked, 
the path was steep. A horn tooted to the right, and I 
saw the black people run. A heavy and dull detonation 
shook the ground, a puff of smoke came out of the cliff, 
and that was all. No change appeared on the face of 
the rock. They were building a railway. The cliff was 
not in the way or anything; but this objectless blasting 
was all the work going on. 

“A slight clinking behind me made me turn my head. 
Six black men advanced in a file, toiling up the path. 
They walked erect and slow, balancing small baskets full 
of earth on their heads, and the clink kept time with 
their footsteps. Black rags were wound round their loins, 
and the short ends behind waggled to and fro like tails. 

I could see every rib, the joints of their limbs were like 
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knots in a rope; each had an iron collar on his neck, and 
all were connected together with a chain whose bights 
swung between them, rhythmically clinking. Another re- 
port from the cliff made me think suddenly of that ship 
of war I had seen firing into a continent. It was the same 
kind of ominous voice ; but these men could by no stretch 
of imaginatjon be called enemies. They were called crimi- 
nals, and the outraged law, like the bursting shells, had 
come to them, an insoluble mystery from the sea. All their 
meager breasts panted together, the violently dilated nos- 
trils quivered, the eyes stared stonily up-hill. They passed 
me within six inches, without a glance, with that com- 
plete, deathlike indifference of unhappy savages. Behind 
this raw matter one of the reclaimed, the product of the 
new forces at work, strolled despondently, carrying a rifle 
by its middle. He had a uniform jacket with one button 
off, and seeing a white man on the path, hoisted his 
weapon to his shoulder with alacrity. This was simple 
prudence, white men being so^much alike at a distance 
that he could not tell who I might be. He was speedily 
reassured, and with a large, white, rascally grin, and a 
glance at his charge, seemed to take me into partnership 
in his exalted trust. After all, I also was a part of the 
great cause of these high and just proceedings. 

“Instead of going up, I turned and descended to the 
left. My idea was to let that chain-gang get out of sight 
before I climbed the hill. You know I am not particularly 
tender; Fve had to strike and to fend off. I’ve had to 
resist and to attack sometimes — that’s only one way of 
resisting — without counting the exact cost, according to 
the demands of such sort of life as I had blundered into. 
Fve seen the devil of violence, and the devil of greed, 
and the devil of hot desire; but, by all the stars! these 
were strong, lusty, red-eyed devils, that swayed and drove 
men — men, I tell you. But as I stood on this hillside, I 
foresaw that in the blinding sunshine of that land I would 
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become acquainted with' a flabby, pretending, weak-eyed 
devil of a rapacious and pitiless folly. How insidious he 
could be, too, I was only to find out several months later 
and a thousand miles farther. For a moment I stood ap- 
palled, as though by a warning. Finally I descended the 
hill, obliquely, towards the trees I had seen. 

“I avoided a vast artificial hole somebody had been 
digging on the slope, the purpose of which I found it 
impossible to divine. It wasn’t a quarry or a sandpit, any- 
how. It was just a hole. It might have been connected 
with the philanthropic desire of giving the criminals some- 
thing to do. I don’t know. Then I nearly fell into a very 
narrow ravine, almost no more than a scar in the hillside. 

I discovered that a lot of imported drainage-pipes for the 
settlement had been tumbled in there. There wasn t one 
that was not broken. It was a wanton smash-up. At last 
1 got under the trees. My purpose was to stroll into the 
shade for a moment ; but no sooner within than it seemed 
to me I had stepped intg- the gloomy circle of some In- 
ferno. The rapids were near, and an uninterrupted., uni- 
form, headlong, rushing noise filled the mournful stillness 
of the grove, where not a breath stirred, not a leaf moved, 
with a mysterious sound — as though the tearing pace of 
the launched earth had suddenly become audible. 

“Black shapes crouched, lay, sat between the trees 
leaning against the trunks, clinging to the earth, half 
coming out, half effaced within the dim light, in all the 
attitudes of pain, abandonment, and despair. Another 
mine on the cliff went off, followed by a slight shudder 
of the soil under my feet. The work was going on. The 
work! And this was the place where some of the helpers 
had withdrawn to die. 

“They were dying slowly— -it was very clear. They were 
not enemies, they were not criminals, they were nothing 
earthly now,— nothing but black shadows of disease and 
starvation, lying confusedly in the greenish gloom. 
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Brought from all the recesses of the coast in all the 
legality of time contracts, lost in uncongenial surround- 
j ings, fed on unfamiliar food, they sickened, became inef- 
ficient, and were then allowed to crawl away and rest. 

' These moribund shapes were free as air — and nearly as 
thin. I began to distinguish the gleam of the eyes under 
the 'trees. Then, glancing down, I saw a face near my 
hand. The* black bones reclined at full length with one 
shoulder against the tree, and slowly the eyelids rose and 
the sunken eyes looked up at me, enormous and vacant, 
a kind of blind, white flicker in the depths of the orbs, 
which died out slowly. The man seemed young — almost 
a boy — but you know with them it’s hard to tell. I found 
nothing else to do but to offer him one of my good 
Swede’s ship’s biscuits I had in my pocket. The fingers 
closed slowly on it and held — there was no other move- 
ment and no other glance. He had tied a bit of white 
worsted round his neck — Why? Where did he get it?. 
Was it a badge — an ornamen%^-a charm — a propitiatory* 
act? Was there any idea at all connected with it? It 
j : looked startling round his black neck, this bit of white 
thread from beyond the seas. 

“Near the same tree two more bundles of acute angles 
sat with their legs drawn up. One, with his chin propped 
on his knees, stared at nothing, in an intolerable and 
appalling manner: his brother phantom rested its fore- 
head, as if overcome with a great weariness ; and all about 
others were scattered in every pose of contorted collapse, 
as in some picture of a massacre or a pestilence. While 
I stood horror-struck, one of these creatures rose to his 
: hands and knees, and went off on all-fours towards the 

river to drink. He lapped out of his hand, then sat up in 
the sunlight, crossing his shins in front of him, and after 
■ a time let his woolly head fall on his breastbone. 

| “I didn’t want any more loitering in the shade, and I 

• made haste towards the station. When near the buildings 
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I met a white man, in such an unexpected elegance of 
get-up that in the first moment I took hiip for a sort 
of vision. I saw a high starched collar, white cuffs, a light 
alpaca jacket, snowy trousers, a clean necktie, and 
varnished boots. No hat. Hair parted, brushed, oiled, 
under a green-lined parasol held in a big white hand. 
He was amazing, and had a penholder behind his “ear. 

“I shook hands with this miracle, and I learned he 
was the Company's chief accountant, and that all the 
book-keeping was done at this station. He had come out 
for a moment, he said, ‘to get a breath of fresh air.' 
The expression sounded wonderfully odd, with its sug- 
gestion of sedentary desk-life. I wouldn’t have mentioned 
the fellow to you at all, only it was from his lips that I 
first heard the name of the man who is so indissolubly 
connected with the memories of that time. Moreover, I 
respected the fellow. Yes ; I respected his collars, his vast 
cuffs, his brushed hair. His appearance was certainly that 
of a hairdresser's dummy j/but in the great demoralization 
of the land he kept up his appearance. That’s backbone. 
His starched collars and got-up shirt-fronts were achieve- 
ments of character. He had been out nearly three years ; 
and, later, I could not help asking him how he managed 
to sport such linen. He had just the faintest blush, and 
said modestly, Tve been teaching one of the native women 
about the station. It was difficult She had a distaste for 
the work.' Thus this man had verily accomplished some- 
thing. And he was devoted to his books, which were in 
apple-pie order. 

“Everything else in the station was in a muddle, — 
heads, things, buildings. Strings of dusty niggers with 
splay feet arrived and departed; a stream of manufac- 
tured goods, rubbishy cottons, beads, and brass-wire set 
into the depths of darkness, and in return came a precious 
trickle of ivory. 

“I had to wait in the station for ten days — an eternity. 
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I lived in a hut in the yard, but to be out o£ the chaos 
I would sometimes get into the accountant’s office. It 
was built of horizontal planks, and so badly put together 
that, as he bent over his high desk, he was barred from 
neck to heels with narrow strips of sunlight. There was 
no need to open the big shutter to see. It was hot there, 
too ; big ffies buzzed fiendishly, and did not sting, but 
stabbed. I sat generally on the floor, while, of faultless 
appearance (and even slightly scented), perching on a 
high stool, he wrote, he wrote. Sometimes he stood up 
for exercise. When a trucklebed with a sick man (some 
invalid agent from up-country) was put in there, he ex- 
hibited a gentle annoyance. 'The groans of this sick per- 
son/ he said, 'distract my attention. And without that it 
is extremely difficult to guard against clerical errors in 
this climate/ 

"One day he remarked, without lifting his head, Tn 
the interior you will no doubt meet Mr. Kurtz/ On my ^ 
asking who Mr. Kurtz was, said he was a first-class* 
agent ; and seeing my disappointment at this information, 
he added slowly, laying down his pen, 'He is a very 
remarkable person/ Further questions elicited from him 
that Mr. Kurtz was at present in charge of a trading 
post, a very important one, in the true ivory-country, at 
'the very bottom of there. Sends in as much ivory as all 

the others put together. ’ He began to write again. 

The sick man was too ill to groan. The flies buzzed in a 
great peace. 

"Suddenly there was a growing murmur of voices 
and a great tramping of feet. A caravan had come in. 
A violent babble of uncouth sounds burst out on the 
other side of the planks. All the carriers were speaking 
together, and in the midst of the uproar the lamentable 
voice of the chief agent was heard 'giving it up’ tearfully 
f for the twentieth time that day. . . . He rose slowly. 
'What a frightful row/ he said. He crossed the room 
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yard, ‘When one has got to make correct entries, one 
comes to hate those savages— hate them to the death.’ 
He remained thoughtful for a moment. ‘When you see 
Mr. Kurtz,’ he went on, ‘tell him for me that everything 
here’ — he glanced at the desk — ‘is very satisfactory. I 
don’t like to write to him — -with those messengers of ours 
you never know who may get hold of your letter at that 
Central Station.’ He stared at me for a moment with his 
mild, bulging eyes. ‘Oh, he will go far, very far,’ he began 
again. ‘He will be a somebody in the Administration be- 
fore long. They, above — the Council in Europe, you know 
—mean him to be.’ 

“He turned to his work. The noise outside had ceased, 
and presently in going out I stopped at the door. In the 
steady buzz of flies the homeward-bound agent was lying 
flushed and insensible; the other, bent over his books, 
was making correct entries of perfectly correct transac- 
tions; and fifty feet below the doorstep I could see the 
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would get empty very soon. Only here the dwellings were 
gone, too. Still I passed through several abandoned vil- 
lages. There's something pathetically childish in the ruins 
of grass walls. Day after day, with the stamp and shuffle ’■ 
of sixty pair of bare feet behind me, each pair under a 
sixty-lb. load. Camp, cook, sleep, strike camp, march. Now 
and then & carrier dead in harness, at rest in the long 
grass near the path, with an empty water-gourd and his 
long staff lying by his side. A great silence around and 
above. Perhaps on some quiet night the tremor of far- 
off drums, sinking, swelling, a tremor vast, faint ; a sound 
weird, appealing, suggestive, and wild— and perhaps with 
as profound a meaning as the sound of bells in a Christian 
country. Once a white man in an unbuttoned uniform, 
camping on the path with an armed escort of lank 
Zanzibaris, very hospitable and festive — not to say drunk. 
Was looking after the upkeep of the road, he declared.. 
Can’t say I saw any road or any upkeep, unless the body^ 
of a middle-aged negro, with a^ullet-hole in the forehead, 
upon which I absolutely stumbled three miles farther 
on, may be considered as a permanent improvement. I had 
a white companion, too, not a bad chap, but rather too 
fleshy and with the exasperating habit of fainting on the 
hot hillsides, miles away from the least bit of shade and 
water. Annoying, you know, to hold your own coat like 
a parasol over a man's head while he is coming-to. I 
couldn't help asking him once what he meant by coming 
there at all. ‘To make money, of course. What do you 
think?' he said, scornfully. Then he got fever, and had 
to be carried in a hammock slung under a pole. As he 
weighed sixteen stone I had no end of rows with the 
carriers. They jibbed, ran away, sneaked off with their 
loads in the night — quite a mutiny. So, one evening, I 
made a speech in English with gestures, not one of which 
was lost to the sixty pairs of eyes before me, and the 
next morning I started the hammock off in front all right 
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An hour afterwards I came upon the whole concern 
wrecked in a bush — man, hammock, groans, blankets, 
horrors. The heavy pole had skinned his poor nose. He 
was very anxious for me to kill somebody, but there 
wasn’t the shadow of a carrier near. I remembered the 
old doctor — Tt would be interesting for science to watch 
the mental changes of individuals, on the spot' I felt I 
was becoming scientifically interesting. However, all that 
is to no purpose. On the fifteenth day I came in sight of 
the big river again, and hobbled into the Central Station. 
It was on a back water surrounded by scrub and forest, 
with a pretty border of smelly mud on one side, and on 
the three others enclosed by a crazy fence of rushes. A 
neglected gap was all the gate it had, and the first glance 
at the place was enough to let you see the flabby devil 
was running that show. White men with long staves in 
their hands appeared languidly from amongst the build- 
ings, strolling up to take a look at me, and then retired 
out of sight somewhere. Qht of them, a stout, excitable 
chap with black mustaches, informed me with great 
volubility and many digressions, as soon as I told him 
who I was, that my steamer was at the bottom of the 
river. I was thunderstruck. What, how, why ? Oh, it was 
‘all right.’ The ‘manager himself’ was there. All quite 
correct. ‘Everybody had behaved splendidly ! splendidly 1’ 
— you must,’ he said in agitation, ‘go and see the general 
manager at once. He is waiting !’ 

“I did not see the real significance of that wreck at 
once. I fancy I see it now, but I am not sure — not at 
all. Certainly the affair was too stupid — when I think of 
it — to be altogether natural. Still. . . . But at the moment 
it presented itself simply as a confounded nuisance. The 
steamer was sunk. They had started two days before in 
a sudden hurry up the river with the manager on board, 
in charge of some volunteer skipper, and before they had 
been out three hours they tore the bottom out of her 
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on stones, and she sank near the south bank. I asked my- 
self what I .was to do there, now my boat was lost. As 
a matter of fact, I had plenty to do in fishing my com- 
mand out of the river. I had to set about it the very next 
day. That, and the repairs when I brought the pieces to 
the ^station, took some months. 

“My fir»st interview with the manager was curious. He 
did not ask me to sit down after my twenty-mile walk 
that morning. He was commonplace in complexion, in 
feature, in manners, and in voice. He was of middle size 
and of ordinary build. His eyes, of the usual blue, were 
perhaps remarkably cold, and he certainly could make his 
glance fall on one as trenchant and heavy as an ax. But 
even at these times the rest of his person seemed to dis- 
; claim the intention. Otherwise there was only an inde- 
finable, faint expression of his lips, something stealthy — 
a smile — not a smile — I remember it, but I can’t explain. 
It was unconscious, this smile was, though just after he^ 
had said something it got in^nsified for an instant. It 
j came at the end of his speeches like a seal applied on 
the words to make the meaning of the commonest phrase 
j appear absolutely inscrutable. He was a common trader, 
from his youth up employed in these parts — nothing more. 
He was obeyed, yet he inspired neither love nor fear, nor 
even respect. He inspired uneasiness. That was it! Un- 
! easiness. Not a definite mistrust — just uneasiness— noth- 

| ing more. You have no idea how effective such a . . . 

| a . . . faculty can be. He had no genius for organizing, 

| for initiative, or for order even. That was evident in 

such things as the deplorable state of the station. He had 
f no learning, and no intelligence. His position had come 
to him — why? Perhaps because he was never ill. . . * 
j He had served three terms of three years out there. . . . 
Because triumphant health in the general rout of con- 
stitutions is a kind of power in itself. When he went 
home on leave he rioted on a large scale — pompously. 



Jack ashore— with a difference— m externals only, this 
one could gather from his casual talk. He originated noth- 
ing, he could keep the routine going — that’s all. But he 
was great. He was great by this little thing that it was 
impossible to tell what could control such a man. He 
never gave that secret away. Perhaps there was nothing 
within him. Such a suspicion made one pause — for out 
there there were no external checks. Once when various 
tropical diseases had laid low almost every 'agent’ in the 
station, he was heard to say, 'Men who come out here 
should have no entrails.’ He sealed the utterance with 
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£ Ah ! So they talk of him down there/ he murmured to 
himself. Then he began again, assuring me Mr. Kurtz 
was the best agent he had, an exceptional man, of the 
greatest importance to the Company; therefore I could 
understand his anxiety. He was, he said, Very, very un- 
easy/ Certainly he fidgeted on his chair a good deal, ex- 
claimed, 'Ah, Mr. Kurtz V broke the stick of sealing-wax 
and seemed dumfounded by the accident. Next thing he 
wanted to know 'how long it would take to/ ... I in- 
terrupted him again. Being hungry, you know, and kept 
on my .feet too, I was getting savage. 'How can I tell?* 
I said. 'I haven't even seen the wreck yet — some months, 
no doubt/ All this talk seemed to me so futile. 'Some 
months/ he said. 'Well, let us say three months before 
we can make a start. Yes. That ought to do the affair/ 
I flung out of his hut (he lived all alone in a clay hut 
with a sort of veranda) muttering to myself my opinion 
of him. He was a chattering idiot. Afterwards I took it 
back when it was borne in up>n me startlingly with what 
extreme nicety he had estimated the time requisite for 
the 'affair/ 

"I went to work the next day, turning, so to speak, 
my back on that station. In that way only it seemed to 
me I could keep my hold on the redeeming facts of life. 
Still, one must look about sometimes; and then I saw 
this station, these men strolling aimlessly about in the 
sunshine of the yard. I asked myself sometimes what it 
all meant. They wandered here and there with their ab- 
surd long staves in their hands, like a lot of faithless 
pilgrims bewitched inside a rotten fence. The word 'ivory' 
rang in the air, was whispered, was sighed. You would 
think they were praying to it. A taint of imbecile rapacity 
blew through it all, like a whiff from some corpse. By 
Jove! I've never seen anything so unreal in my life. And 
outside, the silent wilderness surrounding this cleared 
speck on the earth struck me as something great and 
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invincible, like evil or truth, waiting patiently for the 
passing away of this fantastic invasion. * 

“Oh, these months! Well, never mind. Various things 
happened. One evening a grass shed full of calico, cotton 
prints, beads, and I don't know what else, burst into a 
blaze so suddenly that you would have thought the earth 
had opened to let an avenging fire consume all that trash. 
I was smoking my pipe quietly by my dismantled steamer, 
and saw them all cutting capers in the light, with their 
arms lifted high, when the stout man with mustaches 
came tearing down to the river, a tin pail in his hand, 
assured me that everybody was "behaving splendidly, 
splendidly/ dipped about a quart of water and tore back 
again. I noticed there was a hole in the bottom of his 
pail. 

“I strolled up. There was no hurry. You see the thing 
had gone off like a box of matches. It had been hopeless 
from the very first. The flame had leaped high, driven 
everybody back, lighted $p everything — and collapsed. 
The shed was already a heap of embers glowing fiercely. 
A nigger was being beaten near by. They said he had 
caused the fire in some way ; be that as it may, he was 
screeching most horribly. I saw him, later, for several 
days, sitting in a bit of shade looking very sick and try- 
ing to recover himself : afterwards he arose and went 
out — and the wilderness without a sound took him into 
its bosom again. As I approached the glow from the dark 
I found myself at the back of two men, talking. I heard 
the name of Kurtz pronounced, then the Words, "take 
advantage of this unfortunate accident.' One of the men 
was the manager. I wished him a good evening. "Did you 
ever see anything like it — eh? it is incredible/ he said, 
and walked off. The other man remained. He was a first- 
class agent, young, gentlemanly, a bit reserved, with a 
forked little beard and a hooked nose. He was stand- 
offish with the other agents, and they on their side said 
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he was the manager’s spy upon them. As to me, I had 
hardly ever .spoken to him before. We got into talk, and 
by and by we strolled away from the hissing ruins. Then 
he asked me to his room, which was in the main building 
of the station. He struck a match, and I perceived that 
this young aristocrat had not only a silver-mounted 
dressing-case but also a whole candle all to himself. 
Just at that time the manager was the only man supposed 
to have any right to candles. Native mats covered the 
clay walls ; a collection of spears, assegais, shields, knives 
was hung up in trophies. The business intrusted to this 
fellow was the making of bricks — so I had been informed; 
but there wasn’t a fragment of a brick anywhere in the 
station, and he had been there more than a year — waiting. 
It seems he could not make bricks without something, I 
don’t know what — straw, maybe. Anyway, it could not 
be found there, and as it was not likely to be sent from 
Europe, it did not appear clear to me what he was waiting 
for. An act of special creation perhaps. However, they 
were all waiting — all the sixteen or twenty pilgrims of 
them — for something ; and upon my word it did not seem 
an uncongenial occupation, from the way they took it, 
though the only thing that ever came to them was disease 
— as far as I could see. They beguiled the time by back- 
biting and intriguing against each other in a foolish kind 
of way. There was an air of plotting about that station, 
but nothing came of it, of course. It was as unreal as 
everything else — as the philanthropic pretense of the whole 
concern, as their talk, as their government, as their show 
of work. The only real feeling was a desire to get ap- 
pointed to a trading-post where ivory was to be had, so 
that they could earn percentages. They intrigued and 
slandered and hated each other only on that account, — - 
but as to effectually lifting a little finger — oh, no. By 
heavens ! there is something after all in the world allow- 
ing one man to steal a horse while another must not 
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look at a halter. Steal a horse straight out. Very well 
He has done it. Perhaps he can ride. But there is a way 
of looking at a halter that would provoke the most 
charitable of saints into a kick. 

“I had no idea why he wanted to be sociable, but as 
we chatted in there it suddenly occurred to me the fellow 
was trying to get at something — in fact, pumping me. He 
alluded constantly to Europe, to the people I was sup- 
posed to know there — putting leading questions as to my 
acquaintances in the sepulchral city, and so on. His little 
eyes glittered like mica discs — with curiosity — though he 
tried to keep up a bit of superciliousness. At first I was 
astonished, but very soon I became awfully curious to 
see what he would find out from me. I couldn’t possibly 
imagine what I had in me to make it worth his while. It 
was very pretty to see how he baffled himself, for in truth 
my body was full only of chills, and my head had nothing 
in it but that wretched steamboat business. It was evident 
he took me for a perfectly**§hameless prevaricator. At last 
he got angry, and, to conceal a movement of furious an- 
noyance, he yawned. I rose. Then I noticed a small sketch 
in oils, on a panel, representing a woman, draped and 
blindfolded, carrying a lighted torch. The background 
was somber — almost black. The movement of the woman 
was stately, and the effect of the torch-light on the face 
was sinister. 

“It arrested me, and he stood by civilly, holding an 
empty half-pint champagne bottle (medical comforts) 
with the candle stuck in it. To my question he said Mr. 
Kurtz had painted this — in this very station more than 
a year ago — while waiting for means to go to his trading- 
post. 'Tell me, pray/ said I, 'who is this Mr. Kurtz?’ 

“The chief of the Inner Station/ he answered in a 
short tone, looking away. 'Much obliged/ I said, laugh- 
ing,, 'And you are the brickmaker of the Central Station. 
Every one knows that/ He was silent for a while. 'He is 
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a prodigy/ he said at last. "He is an emissary of pity, 
and science,, and progress, and devil knows what else. 
We want/ he began to declaim suddenly, "for the guidance 
of the cause intrusted to us by Europe, so to speak, higher 
intelligence, wide sympathies, a singleness of purpose/ 
"Who says that?’ I asked. ‘Lots of them/ he replied. 
"Some evgn write that; and so he comes here, a special 
being, as you ought to know/ "Why ought I to know?" 
I interrupted, really surprised. He paid no attention. "Yes. 
To-day he is chief of the best station, next year he will 
be assistant-manager, two years more and . . . but I 
daresay you know what he will be in two years' time. 
You are of the new gang — the gang of virtue. The same 
people who sent him specially also recommended you. 
Oh, don't say no. Eve my own eyes to trust/ Light 
dawned upon me. My dear aunt's influential acquaintances 
were producing an unexpected effect upon that young 
man. I nearly burst into a laugh. "Do you read the Com- 
pany’s confidential correspon<?^pce ?' I asked. He hadn't 
a word to say. It was great fun. "When Mr. Kurtz,' I 
continued, severely, "is General Manager, you won’t have 
the opportunity.' 

""He blew the candle out suddenly, and we went outside. 
The moon had risen. Black figures strolled about list- 
lessly, pouring water on the glow, whence proceeded a 
sound of hissing ; steam ascended in the moonlight, the 
beaten nigger groaned somewhere. "What a row the brute 
makes!' said the indefatigable man with the mustaches, 
appearing near us. "Serves him right. Transgression — 
punishment — bang! Pitiless, pitiless. That’s the only way. 
This will prevent all conflagrations for the future. I was 
just telling the manager. . . / He noticed my companion, 
and became crestfallen all at once. "Not in bed yet/ he 
said, with a kind of servile heartiness ; "it's so natural. 
Ha! Danger — agitation/ He vanished. I went on to the 
river-side, and the other followed me. I heard a scathing 
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murmur at my ear. 
could he seen in knots gesticulating, discussing. Several 
had still their staves in their hands. I verily believe they 
took these sticks to bed with them. Beyond the fence the 
forest stood up spectrally in the moonlight, and through 
the dim stir, through the faint sounds of that lamentable 
courtyard, the silence of the land went home to one’s 
very heart — its mystery, its greatness, the amazing reality 
of its concealed life. The hurt nigger moaned feebly some- 
where near by, and then fetched a deep sigh that made 
me mend my pace away from there. I felt a hand in- 
troducing itself under my arm. ‘My dear sir, 5 said the 
fellow, ‘I don’t want to be misunderstood, and especially 
by you, who will see Mr. Kurtz long before I can have 
that pleasure. I wouldn’t like him to get a false idea of 
my disposition. . . .’ 

“1 let him run on, this papier-mache Mephistopheles, 
_and it seemed to me that if I tried I could poke my fore- 
finger through him, and yf>uld find nothing inside but a 
little loose dirt, maybe. He, don’t you see, had been plan- 
ning to be assistant-manager by and by under the present 
man, and I could see that the coming of that Kurtz had 
upset them both not a little. He talked precipitately, and 
I did not try to stop him. I had my shoulders against the 
wreck of my steamer, hauled up on the slope like a carcass 
of some big river animal. The smell of mud, of primeval 
mud, by Jove! was in my nostrils, the high stillness of 
primeval forest was before my eyes; there were shiny 
patches on the black creek. The moon had spread over 
everything a thin layer of silver — over the rank grass, 
over the mud, upon the wall of matted vegetation stand- 
ing higher than the wall of a temple, over the great river 
I could see through a somber gap glittering, glittering, as 
it flowed broadly by without a murmur. All this was great, 
expectant, mute, while the man jabbered about himself. 
I wondered whether the stillness on the face of the im- 
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mensity looking at us two were meant as an appeal or as 
a menace. What were we who had strayed in here? Could 
we handle that dumb thing, or would it handle us ? I felt 
how big, how confoundedly big, was that thing that 
couldn’t talk, and perhaps was deaf as well. What was 
in there? I could see a little ivory coming out from there, 
and I had heard Mr. Kurtz was in there. I had heard 
enough about it, too — God knows! Yet somehow it didn't 
bring any image with it — no more than if I had been told 
an angel or a fiend was in there. I believed it in the same 
way one of you might believe there are inhabitants in 
the planet Mars. I knew once a Scotch sailmaker who 
was certain, dead sure, there were people in Mars. If 
you asked him for some idea how they looked and be- 
haved, he would get shy and mutter something about 
'walking on all-fours.’ If you as much as smiled, he would 
— though a man of sixty — offer to fight you. I would not 
have gone so far as to fight for Kurtz, but I went for 
him near enough to a lie. Y&j know I hate, detest, and 
can’t bear a lie, not because I am straighter than the rest 
of us, but simply because it appalls me. There is a taint 
of death, a flavor of mortality in lies — which is exactly 
what I hate and detest in the world — what I want to for- 
get. It makes me miserable and sick, like biting something 
rotten would do. Temperament, I suppose. Well, I went 
near enough to it by letting the young fool there believe 
anything he liked to imagine as to my influence in Europe. 
I became in an instant as much of a pretense as the rest 
of the bewitched pilgrims. This simply because I had a 
notion it somehow would be of help to that Kurtz whom 
at the time I did not see— you understand. He was just 
a word for me. I did not see the man in the name any 
more than you do. Do you see him? Do you see the story? 
Do you see anything? It seems to me I am trying to 
tell you a dream — making a vain attempt, because no 
relation of a dream can convey the dream-sensation, that 
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commingling of absurdity, surprise, and bewilderment in 
a tremor of struggling revolt, that notion of being cap- 
tured by the incredible which is of the very essence of 
dreams. . . 

He was silent for a while. 

. . No, it is impossible; it is impossible to conyey 
the life-sensation of any givai epoch of one’s existence 
that which makes its truth, its meaning— its subtle and 
penetrating essence. It is impossible. We live, as we dream 
— alone. . . 

He paused again as if reflecting, then added— 

“Of course in this you fellows see more than I could 
then. You see me, whom you know. . . .” 

It had become so pitch dark that we listeners could 
hardly see one another. For a long time already he, sitting 
apart, had been no more to us than a voice. There was not 
a word from anybody. The others might have been asleep, 
but I was awake. I listened, I listened on the watch for the 
sentence, for the word, th^/would give me the clew to the 
faint uneasiness inspired by this narrative that seemed to 
shape itself without human lips in the heavy night-air of 
the river. 

. . Yes — I let him run on,” Marlow began again, 
“and think what he pleased about the powers that were 
behind me. I did! And there was nothing behind me! 
There was nothing but that wretched, old, mangled steam- 
boat I was leaning against, while he talked fluently about 
‘the necessity for every man to get on.’ ‘And when one 
comes out here, you conceive, it is not to gaze at the moon. 
Mr. Kurtz was a ‘universal genius,’ but even a genius 
would find it easier to work with ‘adequate tools intelli- 
gent men.’ He did not make bricks— why, there was a 
physical impossibility in the way— as I was well aware; 
and if he did secretarial work for the manager, it was 
because ‘no sensible man rejects wantonly the confidence 
of his superiors.’ Did I see it? I saw it. What more did 
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I want ? What I really wanted was rivets, by heaven ! 
Rivets. To get. on with the work — rto stop the hole. Rivets I 
wanted. There were cases of them down at the coast — 
cases — piled up — burst — split! You kicked a loose rivet 
at every second step in that station yard on the hillside. 
Rivets had rolled into the grove of death. You could fill 
your pockets with rivets for the trouble of stooping down 
—and there wasn’t one rivet to be found where it was 
wanted. We had plates that would do, but nothing to 
fasten them with. And every week the messenger, a lone 
negro, letter-bag on shoulder and staff in hand, left our 
station for the coast. And several times a week a coast 
caravan came in with trade goods — ghastly glazed calico 
that made you shudder only to look at it; glass beads, 
valued about a penny a quart, confounded spotted cotton 
handkerchiefs. And no rivets. Three carriers could have 
brought all that was wanted to set that steamboat afloat. 

“He was becoming confidential now, but I fancy my 
unresponsive attitude must ha1*e exasperated him at last, * 
for he judged it necessary to inform me he feared neither 
God nor devil, let alone any mere man. I said I could see 
that very well, but what I wanted was a certain quantity of 
rivets — and rivets were what really Mr. Kurtz wanted, 
if he had only known it. Now letters went to the coast 
every’ week. . . . ‘My dear sir/ he cried, T write from 
dictation/ I demanded rivets. There was a way — for an 
intelligent man. He changed his manner ; became very cold, 
and suddenly began to talk about a hippopotamus ; won- 
dered whether sleeping on board the steamer (I stuck to 
my salvage night and day) I wasn’t disturbed. There was 
an old hippo that had the bad habit of getting out on the 
bank and roaming at night over the station grounds. The 
pilgrims used to turn out in a body and empty every rifle 
they could lay hands on at him. Some even had sat up o’ 
nights for him. All this energy was wasted, though. That 
animal has a charmed life/ he said; 'but you can say this 
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only of brutes in this country. No man — you apprehend 
me? — no man here bears a charmed life.’ fie stood there 
for a moment in the moonlight with his delicate hooked 
nose set a little askew, and his mica eyes glittering without 
a wink, then, with a curt good night, he strode pff. I could 
see he was disturbed and considerably puzzled, which ynade 
me feel more hopeful than I had been for days. It was a 
great comfort to turn from that chap to my influential 
friend, the battered, twisted, ruined, tin-pot steamboat. 
I clambered on board. She rang under my feet like an 
empty Huntley & Palmer biscuit-tin kicked along a gutter ; 
she was nothing so solid in make, and rather less pretty 
in shape, but I had expended enough hard work on her 
to make me love her. No influential friend would have 
served me better. She had given me a chance to come out 
a bit — to find out what I could do. No, I don’t like work. 
I had rather laze about and think of all the fine things 
that can be done. I don’t like work — no man does — but 
I like what is in the worfe, — the chance to find yourself. 
Your own reality — for yourself, not for others — what no 
other man can ever know. They can only see the mere 
show, and never can tell what it really means. 

“I was not surprised to see somebody sitting aft, on the 
deck, with his legs dangling over the mud. You see I 
rather chummed with the few mechanics there were in that 
station, whom the other pilgrims naturally despised — on 
account of their imperfect manners, I suppose. This was 
the foreman — a boiler-maker by trade — a good worker. 
He was a lank, bony, yellow-faced man, with big intense 
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and a connoisseur. He would rave about pigeons. After 
work hours he .used sometimes to come over from his hut 
for a talk about his children and his pigeons ; at work, 
when he had to crawl in the mud under the bottom of the 
steamboat, he would tie up that beard of his in a kind of 
white serviette he brought for the purpose. It had loops 
to go* over # his ears. In the evening he could be seen 
squatted 011 the bank rinsing that wrapper in the creek with 
great care, then spreading it solemnly on a bush to dry. 

“I slapped him on the back and shouted, ‘We shall have 
rivets !’ He scrambled to his feet exclaiming, ‘No ! Rivets Y 
as though he couldn’t believe his ears. Then in a low voice-, 
‘You . . . eh?’ I don’t know why we behaved like lunatics. 

I put my finger to the side of my nose and nodded mys- 
teriously. ‘Good for you !’ he cried, snapped his fingers 
above his head, lifting one foot. I tried a jig. We capered 
on the iron deck. A frightful clatter came out of that hulk, 
and the virgin forest on the other bank of the creek sent 
it back in a thundering roll up&ji the sleeping station. It 
must have made some of the pilgrims sit up in their hovels. 
A dark figure obscured the lighted doorway of the man- 
ager’s hut, vanished, then, a second or so after, the door- 
way itself vanished, too. We stopped, and the silence 
driven away by the stamping of our feet flowed back again 
from the recesses of the land. The great wall of vegeta- 
tion, an exuberant and entangled mass of trunks, branches, 
leaves, boughs, festoons, motionless in the moonlight, was 
like a rioting invasion of soundless life, a rolling wave of 
plants, piled up, crested, ready to topple over the creek, 
to sweep every little man of us out of his little existence. 
And it moved not. A deadened burst of mighty splashes 
and snorts reached us from afar, as though an ichthy- 
osaurus had been taking a bath of glitter in the great 
river. ‘After all,’ said the boiler-maker in a reasonable 
tone, ‘why shouldn’t we get the rivets?’ Why not, indeed* 
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1 did not know of any reason why we shouldn’t. 'They’ll 
come in three weeks/ I said, confidently. # 

"But they didn’t. Instead of rivets there came an in- 
vasion, an infliction, a visitation. It came in sections during 
the next three weeks, each section headed by a donkey 
carrying a white man in new clothes and tan shoes, bowing 
from that elevation right and left to the impressed pil- 
grims. A quarrelsome band of footsore sulky niggers trod 
on the heels of the donkeys; a lot of tents, campstools, 
tin boxes, white cases, brown bales would be shot down 
in the courtyard, and the air of mystery would deepen a r 
little over the muddle of the station. Five such installments 
came, with their absurd air of disorderly flight with the 
loot of innumerable outfit shops and provision stores, that,- 
one would think, they were lugging, after a raid, into the 
wilderness for equitable .division. It was an inextricable 
mess of things decent in themselves but that human folly 
made look like the spoils of thieving. 

* "This devoted band called itself the Eldorado Explor- 
ing Expedition, and I believe they were sworn to secrecy. 
Their talk, however, was the talk of sordid buccaneers : 
it was reckless without hardihood, greedy without audacity, 
and cruel without courage; there. was not an atom of fore- 
sight or of serious intention in the whole batch of them, 
and they did not seem aware these things are wanted for 
the work of the world. To tear treasure out of the bowels 
of the land was their desire, with no more moral purpose 
at the back of it than there is in burglars breaking into a 
safe. Who paid the expenses of the noble enterprise I don’t 
know ; but the uncle of our manager was leader of that lot. 

"In exterior he resembled a butcher in a poor neigh- 
borhood, and his eyes had a look of sleepy cunning. He 
carried his fat paunch with ostentation on his short legs, 
and during the time his gang infested the station spoke to 
;no one but his nephew. You could see these two roaming 
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about all day long with their heads close together in an 
everlasting confab. 

“I had given up worrying myself about the rivets. One’s 
capacity for;. that kind of folly is more limited than you 
would suppose. I said Hang ! — and let things slide. I had 
plenty of time for meditation, and now and then I would 
give some thought to Kurtz. I wasn’t very interested in 
him. No. Still, I was curious to see whether this man, who 
had come out equipped with moral ideas of some sort, 
would climb to the top after all and how he would set 
about his work when there.” J 


“One evening as I was lying flat on the deck of my 
steamboat, I heard voices approaching— and there were 
the nephew and the uncle ...strolling along the bank. I laid 
my head on my arm again, and had nearly lost myself 
in a doze, when somebody saidMn my ear, as it were: ‘I 
am as harmless as a little child, but I don’t like to be dic- 
tated to. Am i the manager— or am, I not? I was ordered 
to send him there. It’s incredible.’ ... I became aware 
that the two were standing on the shore alongside the 
forepart of the steamboat, just below: my head. I did not 
move; it did not .occur to me to move: I was sleepy. 'It 
is unpleasant,’ grunted the uncle. 'He has asked the Ad- 
ministration to be sent there,’ said the other, 'with the 
idea of showing .what he could do ; and I was instructed 
accordingly. Look at the influence that man must have. 
Is it not frightful ?’ They both agreed it was frightful, 
then made several bizarre remarks : 'Make rain and fine 
weather — one man — the Council by the nose bits of ab- 
surd sentences that got the better of my drowsiness, so 
that I had pretty near the whole of my wits about me 
when the uncle said, 'The climate may do away with this 
difficulty for you. Is he alone there? 5 'Yes/ answered the 
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manager ; ‘he sent his assistant down the river with a note 
to me in these terms : “Clear this poor devil out of the 
country, and don’t bother sending more of that sort. I 
had rather be alone than have the kind of men you can 
dispose of with me,” It was more than a year ago. Can you 
imagine such impudence!’ ‘Anything since then?’ ask$d the' 
other, hoarsely. ‘Ivory/ jerked the nephew; riots of it — 
prime sort — lots — most annoying, from him/ ‘And with 
that?’ questioned the heavy rumble. ‘Invoice/ was the 
reply fired out, so to speak. Then silence. They had been 
talking about Kurtz. 

“I was broad awake by this time, but, lying perfectly 
at ease, remained still, having no inducement to change my 
position. ‘How did that ivory come all this way V growled 
the elder man, who seemed very vexed. The other ex- 
plained that it had come with a fleet of canoes in charge of 
an English half-caste clerk Kurtz had with him; that 
Kurtz had apparently intended to return himself, the sta- 
tion being by that time Ijrfe of goods and stores, but after 
coming three hundred miles, had suddenly decided to go 
back, which he started to do alone in a small dugout with 
four paddlers, leaving the half-caste to continue down 
the river with the ivory. The two fellows there seemed 
astounded at anybody attempting such a thing. They were 
at a loss for an adequate motive. As to me, I seemed to 
see Kurtz for the first time. It was a distinct glimpse: the 
dugout, four paddling savages, and the lone white man 
turning his back suddenly on the headquarters, on relief, 
on thoughts of home — perhaps ; setting his face towards 
the depths of the wilderness, towards his empty and deso- 
late station. I did not know the motive. Perhaps he was 
just simply a fine fellow who stuck to his work for its own 
sake. His name, you understand, had not been pronounced 
once. He was ‘that man/ The half-caste, who, as far as I 
could see, had conducted a difficult trip with great pru- 
dence and pluck, was invariably alluded to as ‘that scoun- 
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drel/ The ‘scoundrel’ had reported that the ‘man’ had been 
very ill — had recovered imperfectly. . / . The two below 
me moved away then a few paces, and strolled back and 
-forth at some little distance. I heard : 4 Military post — doc* 
tor — two hundred miles — quite alone now — unavoidable 
delays — nine months — no news — strange rumors/ They ap** 
proacfied again, just as the manager was saying, ‘No one, 
as far as I know, unless a species of wandering trader— a 
pestilential fellow, snapping ivory from the natives/ Who 
was it they were talking about now ? I gathered in snatches 
that this was some man supposed to be in Kurtz’s district, 
and of whom the manager did not approve. ‘We will not 
be free from unfair competition till one of these fellows 
is hanged for an example/ he said. ‘Certainly/ grunted 
the other ; ‘get him hanged ! Why not ? Anything — any- 
thing can be done in this country. That’s what I say ; 
nobody here, you understand, here, can endanger your 
position. And why? You stand the climate — you outlast 
them all. The danger is in Europe; but there before I left 
I took care to — ’ They moved off and whispered, then their 
voices rose again. ‘The extraordinary series of delays is 
not my fault. I did my best/ The fat man sighed. ‘Very 
sad/ ‘And the pestiferous absurdity of his talk/ continued 
the other; ‘he bothered me enough when he was here. 
“Each station should be like a beacon on the road towards 
better things, a center for trade, of course, but also for 
humanizing, improving, instructing” Conceive you — that 
ass ! And he wants to be manager! No, it’s — ’ Here he got 
choked by excessive indignation, and I lifted my head the 
least bit. I was surprised to see how near they were — 
right under me. I could have spat upon their hats. They 
were looking on the ground, absorbed in thought. The 
manager was switching his leg with a slender twig: his 
sagacious relative lifted his head. ‘You have been well 
since you came out this time.?’ he asked. The other gave 
a start ‘Who? I? Oh! Like a charm — like a charm. But 
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the rest — oh, my goodness! All sick. They die so quick, 
too, that I haven't the time to send them out^of the country 
— it's incredible ! 5 ‘H'm. Just so,' grunted the uncle. 'Ah! 
my boy, trust to this- — I say, trust to this.' I saw him ex- 
tend his short flipper of an arm for a gesture that took in 
the forest, the creek, the mud, the river, — seemed to beckon 
with a dishonoring flourish before the sunlit face of the 
land a treacherous appeal to the lurking death, to the hid- 
den evil, to the profound darkness of its heart. It was so 
startling that I leaped to my feet and looked back at the 
edge of the forest, as though I had expected an answer 
of some sort to that black display of confidence. You know, 
the foolish notions that come to one sometimes. The high 
stillness confronted these two figures with its ominous 
patience, waiting for the passing away of a fantastic 
invasion. 

"They swore aloud together — out of sheer fright, I be- 
lieve — then pretending not to know anything of my ex- 
istence, turned back to th#r station. The sun was low ; and 
leaning forward side b/side, they seemed to be tugging 
painfully uphill their two ridiculous shadows of unequal 
length, that trailed behind them slowly over the tall grass 
without bending a single blade. 

"In a few days the Eldorado Expedition went into the 
patient wilderness, that closed upon it as the sea closes 
over a diver. Long afterwards the news, came that all the 
donkeys were dead. I know nothing as to the fate of the 
less valuable animals. They, no doubt, like the rest of us, 
found what they deserved. I did not inquire. I was then 
rather excited at the prospect of meeting Kurtz very soon. 
When I say very soon I mean it comparatively. It was just 
two months from the day we left the creek when we came 
to the bank below Kurtz's station. 

"Going up that river was like traveling back to the 
earliest beginnings of the world, when vegetation rioted 
on the earth and the big trees were kings. An empty 
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stream, a great silence, an impenetrable forest. The air 
was warm, thick, heavy, sluggish. There was no joy in the 
brilliance of sunshine. The long stretches of the waterway 
ran on, deserted, into the gloom of overshadowed dis- 
tances. On silvery sandbanks hippos and alligators sunned 
themselves side by side. The broadening waters flowed 
through a mob of wooded islands ; you lost your way on 
that river as you would in a desert, and butted all day long 
against shoals, trying to find the channel, till you thought 
yourself bewitched and cut off forever from everything 
you had known once — somewhere — far away — in another 
existence perhaps. There were moments when one's past 
came back to one, as it will sometimes when you have not 
a moment to spare to yourself ; but it came in the shape 
of an unrestful and noisy dream, remembered with won- 
der amongst the overwhelming realities of this strange 
world of plants, and water, and silence. And this stillness 
of life did not in the least resemble a peace. It was the still- 
ness of an implacable force brfkjding over an inscrutable 
intention. It looked at you with a vengeful aspect. I got 
used to it afterwards; I did not see it any more; I had no 
time. I had to keep guessing at the channel ; I had to dis- 
cern, mostly by inspiration, the signs of hidden banks ; I 
watched for sunken stones; I was learning to clap my 
teeth smartly before my heart flew out, when I shaved by 
a fluke some infernal sly old snag that would have ripped 
the life out of the tin-pot steamboat and drowned all the 
pilgrims ; I had to keep a look-out for the signs of dead 
wood we could cut up in the night for next day's steam- 
ing. When you have to attend to things of that sort, to the 
mere incidents of the surface, the reality — the reality, I 
tell you — fades. The inner truth is hidden — luckily, luckily. 
But I felt it all the same; I felt often its mysterious still- 
ness watching me at my monkey tricks, just as it watches 
you fellows performing on your respective tight-ropes for 
-—what is it? half-a-crown a tumble — 
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“Try to be civil, Marlow/' growled a voice, and I knew 
there was at least one listener awake beside myself. 

“I beg your pardon. I forgot the heartache which makes 
up the rest of the price. And indeed what does the price 
matter, if the trick be well done? You do your tricks very 
well. And I didn’t do badly either, since I managed not 
to sink that steamboat on my first trip. It’s $ wonder to 
me yet. Imagine a blindfolded man set to drive a van over 
a bad road. I sweated and shivered over that business con- 
siderably, I can tell you. After all, for a seaman, to scrape 
the bottom of the thing that’s supposed to float all the 
time under his care is the unpardonable sin. No one may 
know of it, but you never forget the thump — eh? A blow 
on the very heart. You remember it, you dream of it, you 
wake up at night and think of it — years after — and go hot 
and cold all over. I don’t pretend to say that steamboat 
floated all the time. More than once she had to wade for 
a bit, with twenty cannibals splashing around and pushing. 
We had enlisted some oF these chaps on the way for a 
crew. Fine fellows — cannibals — in their place. They were 
men one could work with, and I am grateful to them. 
And, after all, they did not eat each other before my face : 
they had brought along a provision of hippo-meat which 
I went rotten, and made the mystery of the wilderness stink 

| in my nostrils. Phoo ! I can sniff it now. I had the man- 

| ager on board and three or four pilgrims with their staves 

| — all complete. Sometimes we came upon a station close by 

| the bank, clinging to the skirts of the unknown, and the 

white men rushing out of a tumble-down hovel, with great 
gestures of joy and surprise and welcome, seemed very 
strange — had the appearance of being held there captive 
by a spell. The word ivory would ring in the air for a 
while— and on we went again into the silence, along empty 
reaches, round the still bends, between the high walls of 
our winding way, reverberating in hollow claps the pon- 
derous beat of the stern- wheel. Trees, trees, millions of 
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trees, massive, immense, running up high; and at their 
foot, hugging the bank against the stream, crept the little 
begrimed steamboat, like a sluggish beetle crawling on the 
floor of a lofty portico. It made you feel very small, very 
lost, and yet it was not altogether depressing, that feeling. 
After # all, if you were small, the grimy beetle crawled on 
— which wa»$ just what you wanted it to do. Where the 
pilgrims imagined it crawled to I don’t know. To some 
place where they expected to get something, I bet ! For 
me it crawled towards Kurtz — exclusively; but when the 
steam-pipes started leaking we crawled very slow. The 
reaches opened before us and closed behind, as if the 
forest had stepped leisurely across the water to bar the way 
for our return. We penetrated deeper and deeper into 
the heart of darkness. It was very quiet there. At night 
sometimes the roll of drums behind the curtain of trees 
would run up the river and remain sustained faintly, as 
if hovering in the air high over our heads, till the first 
break of day. Whether it meanf jyar, peace, or prayer we 
could not tell. The dawns were heralded by the descent 
of a chill stillness; the wood-cutters slept, their fires 
burned low ; the snapping of a twig would make you start. 
We were wanderers on a prehistoric earth, on an earth 
that wore the aspect of an unknown planet. We could have 
fancied ourselves the first of men taking possession of an 
accursed inheritance, to be subdued at the cost of profound 
anguish and of excessive toil. But suddenly, as we strug- 
gled round a bend, there would be a glimpse of rush walls, 
of peaked grass-roofs, a burst of yells, a whirl of black 
limbs, a mass of hands clapping, of feet stamping, of 
bodies swaying, of eyes rolling, under the droop of heavy 
and motionless foliage. The steamer toiled along slowly on 
the edge of a black and incomprehensible frenzy. The pre- 
historic man was cursing us, praying to us, welcoming us 
— who could tell? We were cut off from the comprehension 
of our surroundings; we glided past like phantoms, won- 
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dering and secretly appalled, as sane men would be before: 
an enthusiastic outbreak in a madhouse. JVe could not 
understand because we were too far and could not re-: 
member, because we were traveling in the night oh first 
ages, of those ages that are gone, leaving hardly a sign — 

and no memories. ^ » 

“The earth seemed unearthly. We are accustomed to 
look upon the shackled form of a conquered monster, but 
there — there you could look at a thing monstrous and free. 
It was unearthly, and the men were— No, they were not 
inhuman. Well, you know, that was the worst of it— this 
suspicion of their not being inhuman. It would come 
slowly to one. They howled and leaped, and spun, and 
made horrid faces; but what thrilled you was just the 
thought of their humanity— like yours— the thought of 
your remote kinship with this wild and passionate uproar. 
Ugly. Yes, it was ugly enough; but if you were man 
enough you would admit to yourself that there was in you 
just the faintest trace of £ response to the terrible frank- 
ness of that noise, a dim* suspicion of there being a mean- 
ing in it which you — you so remote from the night of 
first ages — could comprehend. And why not? The mind of 
man is capable of anything — because everything is in it, 
all the past as well as all the future. What was there after 
all? Joy, fear, sorrow, devotion, valor, rage — who can tell? 
— but truth — truth stripped of its cloak of time. Let the 
fool gape and shudder— the man knows, and can look on 
without a wink. But he must at least be as much of a man 
as these on the shore. He must meet that truth with his 
own true stuff— with his own inborn strength. Principles 
won’t do. Acquisitions,, clothes, pretty rags — rags that 
would fly off at the first. good shake. No; you want a de- 
liberate belief. An appeal to me in this fiendish row— is 
there? Very well; I hear; I admit, but I have a voice, too, 
and for good or evil mine is the speech that cannot be 
silenced. Of course, a fool, what with sheer fright and fine 
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sentiments, is always safe. Who’s that grunting? You won- 
der I didn’t gg ashore for a howl and a dance? Well, no 
r — I didn’t. Fine sentiments, you say? Fine sentiments, be 
hanged ! I had no time. I had to mess about with white- 
lead and strips of woolen blanket helping to put bandages 
on those leaky steam-pipes — I tell you. I had to watch the 
steering, aqd circumvent those snags, and get the tin- 
pot along by hook or by crook. There was surface-truth 
enough in these things to save a wiser man. And between 
whiles I had to look after the savage who was fireman. 
He was an improved specimen ; he could fire up a vertical 
boiler. He was there below me, and, upon my word, to 
look at him was as edifying as seeing a dog in a parody 
of breeches and a feather hat, walking on his hind-legs. 
A few months of training had done for that really fine 
chap. He squinted at the steam-gauge and at the water- 
gauge with an evident effort of intrepidity — and he had 
filed teeth, too, the poor devil, and the wool of his pate 
shaved into queer patterns, and tj^ree ornamental scars on 
each of his cheeks. He ought to have been clapping his 
hands and stamping his feet on the bank/instead of which 
he was hard at work, a thrall to strange witchcraft, full of 
improving knowledge. He was useful because he had been 
instructed; and what he knew was this — that should the 
water in that transparent thing disappear, the evil spirit 
inside the boiler would get angry through the greatness of 
his thirst, and take a terrible vengeance. So he sweated 
and fired up and watched the glass fearfully (with an 
impromptu charm, made of rags, tied to his arm, and a 
piece of polished bone, as big as a watch, stuck flatways 
through his lower lip), while the wooden banks slipped 
past us slowly, the short noise was left behind, the inter- 
minable miles of silence — and we crept on, towards Kurtz, 
| But the snags were thick, the water was treacherous and 
shallow, the boiler seemed indeed to have a sulky devil in 
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it, and thus neither that fireman nor I had any time to peer 

into our creepy thoughts. 

“Some fifty miles below the Inner Station we came upon 
a hut of reeds, an inclined and melancholy pole, with the 
unrecognizable tatters of what had been a flag of some 
sort flying from it, and a neatly stacked woodpile.^ This 
was unexpected. We came to the bank, and pn the stack 
of firewood found a flat piece of board with some faded 
pencil-writing on it. When deciphered it said: "Wood for 
you. Hurry up. Approach cautiously/ There was a signa- 
ture, but it was illegible — not Kurtz — a much longer word. 
"Hurry up/ Where? Up the river? "Approach cautiously/ 
We had not done so. But the warning could not have been 
meant for the place where it could be only found after 
approach. Something was wrong above. But what — and 
how much? That was the question. We commented ad- 
versely upon the imbecility of that telegraphic style. The 
bush around said nothing, and would not let us look very 
far, either. A torn curtail of red twill hung in the door- 
way of the hut, and flapped sadly in our faces. The dwell- 
ing was dismantled ; but we could see a white man had 
lived there not very long ago. There remained a rude table 
— -a plank on two posts; a heap of rubbish reposed in a 
dark corner, and by the door I picked up a book. It had 
lost its covers, and the pages had been thumbed into a 
state of extremely dirty softness; but the back had been 
lovingly stitched afresh with white cotton thread, which 
looked clean yet. It was an extraordinary find. Its title was, 
An Inquiry into some Points of Seamanship , by a man 
Towser, Towson — some such name — Master in his Maj- 
esty's Navy. The matter looked dreary reading enough, 
with illustrative diagrams and repulsive tables of figures, 
and the copy was sixty years old. I handled this amazing 
antiquity with the greatest possible tenderness, lest it 
should dissolve in my hands. Within, Towson or Towser 
was inquiring earnestly into the breaking strain of ships' 
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chains and tackle, and other such matters. Not a very en- 
thralling book i but at the first glance you could see there 
a singleness of intention, an honest concern for the right 
way of going to work, which made these humble pages, 
thought out so many years ago, luminous with another 
than a professional light. The simple old sailor, with his 
talk of chains and purchases, made me forget the jungle 
and the pilgrims in a delicious sensation of having come 
upon something unmistakably real. Such a book being 
there was wonderful enough ; but still more astounding 
were the notes penciled in the margin, and plainly re- 
ferring to the text. I couldn’t believe my eyes ! They" were 
in cipher! Yes, it looked like cipher. Fancy a man lugging 
with him a book of that description into this nowhere and 
studying it — and making notes — in cipher at that ! It was 
an extravagant mystery. 

“I had been dimly aware for some time of a worrying 
noise, and when I lifted my eyes I saw the wood pile was 
gone, and the manager, aided* by all the pilgrims, was 
shouting at me from the river- side. I slipped the book into 
my pocket. I assure you to leave off reading was like tear- 
ing myself away from the shelter of an old and solid 
friendship. 

“I started the lame engine ahead. ‘It must be this mis- 
erable trader — this intruder/ exclaimed the manager, look- 
ing back malevolently at the place we had left. ‘He must 
be English/ I said. Tt will not save him from getting into 
trouble if he is not careful/ muttered the manager darkly. 
I observed with assumed innocence that no man was safe 
from trouble in this world. 

“The current was more rapid now, the steamer seemed 
at her last gasp, the stern- wheel flopped languidly, and I 
caught myself listening on tiptoe for the next beat of 
the boat, for in sober truth I expected the wretched thing 
to give up every moment. It was like watching the last 
flickers of a life. But still we crawled. Sometimes I would 
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pick out a tree a little way ahead to measure our progress 
towards Kurtz by, but I lost it invariably ^before we got 
abreast. To keep the eyes so long on one thing was too 
much for human patience. The manager displayed a beau- 
tiful resignation. I fretted and fumed and took to arguing 
with myself whether or no I would talk openly with Kurtz ; 
but before I could come to any conclusion it ^occurred to 
me that my speech or my silence, indeed any action of 
mine, would be a mere futility. What did it matter what 
any one knew or ignored? What did it matter who 
was manager? One gets sometimes such a flash of in- 
sight. The essentials of this affair lay deep under the sur- 
face, beyond my reach, and beyond my power of meddling. 

“Towards the evening of the second day we judged 
ourselves about eight miles from Kurtz’s station. I wanted 
to push on; but the manager looked grave, and told me 
the navigation up there was so dangerous that it would be 
advisable, the sun being very low already, to wait where 
we were till next morning? Moreover, he pointed out that 
if the warning to approach cautiously were to be followed, 
we must approach in daylight — not at dusk, or in the dark. 
This was sensible enough. Eight miles meant nearly three 
hours’ steaming for us, and I could also see suspicious 
ripples at the upper end of the reach. Nevertheless, I was 
annoyed beyond expression at the delay, and most unrea- 
sonably, too, since one night more could not matter much 
after so many months. As we had plenty of wood, and 
caution was the word, I brought up in the middle of the 
stream. The reach was narrow, straight, with high sides 
like a railway cutting. The dusk came gliding into it long 
before the sun had set. The current ran smooth and swift, 
but a dumb immobility sat on the banks. The living trees, 
lashed together by the creepers and every living bush of 
the undergrowth, might have been changed into stone, 
even to the slenderest twig, to the lightest leaf. It was not 
sleep — it seemed unnatural, like a state of trance. Not the 
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faintest sound of any kind could be heard. You looked on 
amazed, and Jpegan to suspect yourself of being deaf- 
then the night came suddenly, and struck you blind as well. 
About three in the morning some large fish leaped, and 
the loud splash made me jump as though a gun had been 
fired. When the sun rose there was a white fog, very 
warm and flammy, and more blinding than the night. It 
did not shift or drive ; it was just there, standing all round 
you like something solid. At eight or nine, perhaps, it 
lifted as a shutter lifts. We had a glimpse of the towering 
multitude of trees, of the immense matted jungle, with 
the blazing little ball of the sun hanging over it — all per- 
fectly still — and then the white shutter came down again, 
smoothly, as if sliding in greased grooves. I ordered the 
chain, which we had begun to heave in, to be paid out 
again. Before it stopped running with a muffled rattle, a 
cry, a very loud cry, as of infinite desolation, soared slowly 
in the opaque air. It ceased. A complaining clamor, modu- 
lated in savage discords, filled* %ur ears. The sheer un- 
expectedness of it made my hair stir under my cap. I 
don’t know how it struck the others : to me it seemed as 
though the mist itself had screamed, so suddenly, and 
apparently from all sides at once, did this tumultuous and 
mournful uproar arise. It culminated in a hurried out- 
break of almost intolerably excessive shrieking, which 
stopped short, leaving us stiffened in a variety of silly 
attitudes, and obstinately listening to the nearly as ap- 
palling and excessive silence. 'Good God ! What is the 
meaning — ’ stammered at my elbow one of the pilgrims, 
— a little fat man, with sandy hair and red whiskers, who 
wore side-spring boots, and pink pajamas tucked into his 
socks. Two others remained open-mouthed a whole min- 
ute, then dashed into the little cabin, to rush out incon- 
tinently and stand darting scared glances, with Winchesters 
at 'ready’ in their hands. What we could see was just the 
steamer we were on, her outlines blurred as though she 
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had been on the point of dissolving, and a misty strip of 
water, perhaps two feet broad, arourid her— and that was 
all. The rest of the world was nowhere, as far as our eyes 
and ears were concerned. Just nowhere. Gone, disap- 
peared ; swept off without leaving a whisper or a shadow 
behind. 

“I went forward, and ordered the chain to be hauled in 
short, so as to be ready to trip the anchor and move the 
steamboat at once if necessary. ‘Will they attack?’ whis- 
pered an awed voice. ‘We will be all butchered in this 
fog,’ murmured another. The faces twitched witn the 
strain, the hands trembled slightly, the eyes forgot to wink. 

It was very curious to see the contrast of expressions of 
the white men and of the black fellows of our crew, who 
were as much strangers to that part of the river as we, 
though their homes were only eight hundred miles away. 

The whites, of course, greatly discomposed, had besides a 
curious look of being painfully shocked by such an out- 
rageous row. The others had an alert, naturally interested 
expression; but their faces were essentially quiet, even 
those of the one or two who grinned as they hauled at the 
chain. Several exchanged short, grunting phrases, which 
seemed to settle the matter to their satisfaction. Their 
headman, a young, broad-chested black, severely draped 
in dark-blue fringed cloths, with fierce nostrils and his 
hair all done up artfully in oily ringlets, stood near me. 
‘Aha !’ I said, just for good fellowship’s sake. ‘Catch ’em,’ 
he snapped, with a bloodshot widening of his eyes and a ; 
flash of sharp teeth- — ‘catch ’im. Give ’im to us.’ ‘lo you, 
eh?’ I asked; ‘what would you do with them?’ ‘Eat ’im!’ 
he said, curtly, and, leaning his elbow on the rail, looked 
out into the fog in a dignified and profoundly pensive atti- 
tude. I would no doubt have been properly horrified, had 
it not occurred to me that he and his chaps must be very 
hungry: that they must have been growing increasingly a 
hungry for at least this month past. They had been en- 
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gaged for six months (I don’t think a single one of them 
had any clear idea of time, as we at the end of countless 
ages have. They still belonged to the beginnings of time- 
had no inherited experience to teach them as it were), 
and of course, as long as there was a piece of paper 
written over in accordance with some farcical law or other 
made* down* the river, it didn’t enter anybody’s head to 
trouble how they would live. Certainly they had brought 
with them some rotten hippo-meat, which couldn’t have 
lasted very long, anyway, even if the pilgrims hadn’t, in 
the midst of a shocking hullabaloo, thrown a considerable 
quantity of it overboard. It looked like a high-handed pro- 
ceeding ; but it was really a case of legitimate self-defense. 
You can’t breathe dead hippo waking, sleeping, and eat- 
ing, and at the same time keep your precarious grip on 
existence. Besides that, they had given them every week 
three pieces of brass wire, each about nine inches long; 
and the theory was they were to buy their provisions with 
that currency in river-side villages. You can see how that 
worked. There were either no villages, or the people were 
hostile, or the director, who like the rest of us fed out of 
tins, with an occasional old he-goat thrown in, didn’t want 
to stop the steamer for some more or less recondite reason. 
So, unless they swallowed the wire itself, or made loops 
of it to snare the fishes with, I don’t see what good their 
extravagant salary could be to them. I must say it was 
paid with a regularity worthy of a large and honorable 
trading company. For the rest, the only thing to eat — 
though it didn’t look eatable in the least— I saw in their 
possession was a few lumps of some stuff like half-cooked 
dough, of a dirty lavender color, they kept wrapped in 
leaves, and now and then swallowed a piece of, but so 
small that it seemed done more for the looks of the thing 
than for any serious purpose of sustenance. Why in the 
name of all the gnawing devils of hunger they didn’t go 
for us — they were thirty to five — and have a good tuck-in 
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for once, amazes me now when I think of it. They were 
big powerful men, with not much capacity to weigh the 
consequences, with courage, with strength, even yet, 
though their skins were no longer glossy and their muscles 
no longer hard. And I saw that something restraining, one 
of those human secrets that baffle probability, had come 
into play there. I looked at them with a swift quickening 
of interest — not because it occurred to me I might be 
eaten by them before very long, though I own to you that 
just then I perceived— in a new light, as it were — how 
unwholesome the pilgrims looked, and I hoped, yes, I posi- 
tively hoped, that my aspect was not so — what shall I say? 
— so — unappetizing: a touch of fantastic vanity which 
fitted well with the dream-sensation that pervaded all my 
days at that time. Perhaps I had a little fever, too. One 
can’t live with one’s finger everlastingly on one’s pulse. 
I had often ‘a little fever/ or a little touch of other things 
— the playful paw-strokes of the wilderness, the prelimi- 
nary trifling before the more serious onslaught which came 
in due course. Yes ; I locked at them as you would on any 
human being, with a curiosity of their impulses, motives, 
capacities, weaknesses/ when brought to the test of an in- 
exorable physical necessity. Restraint! What possible re- 
straint? Was it superstition, disgust, patience, fear — or 
some kind of primitive honor? No fear can stand up to 
hunger, no patience can wear it out, disgust simply does 
not exist where hunger is; and as to superstition, beliefs, 
and what you may call principles, they are less than chaff 
in a breeze. Don’t you know the devilry of lingering star- 
vation, its exasperating torment, its black thoughts, its 
somber and brooding ferocity? Well, I do. It takes a man 
ail his inborn strength to fight hunger properly. It’s really 
easier to face bereavement, dishonor, and the perdition 
of one’s soul — than this kind of prolonged hunger. Sad, 
but true. And these chaps, too, had no earthly reason for 
any kind of scruple. Restraint ! I would just as soon have 
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expected restraint from a hyena prowling amongst the 
corpses of a battlefield. But there was the fact facing me 
— the fact dazzling, to be seen, like the foam on the depths, 
of the sea, like a ripple on an unfathomable enigma, a 
mystery greater — when I thought of it — than the curious, 
inexplicable note of desperate grief in this savage clamor 
that had s\yept by us on the river-bank, behind the blind 
whiteness of the fog. 

“Two pilgrims were quarreling in hurried whispers as 
to which bank. ‘Left.’ ‘No, no; how can you? Right, 
right, of course/ Tt is very serious/ said the manager's 
voice behind me ; ‘I would be desolated if anything should 
happen to Mr. Kurtz before we came up/ I looked at him, 
and had not the slightest doubt he was sincere. He was 
just the kind of man who would wish to preserve appear- 
ances. That was his restraint. But when he muttered 
something about going on at once, I did not even take 
the trouble to answer him. I knew, and he knew, that it 
was impossible. Were we to let%$ our hold of the bottom, 
we would be absolutely in the air — in space. We wouldn't 
be able to tell where we were going to — whether up or 
down stream, or across — till we fetched against one bank 
or the other, — and then we wouldn't know at first which 
it was. Of course I made no move. I had no mind for a 
smash-up. You couldn’t imagine a more deadly place for a 
shipwreck. Whether drowned at once or not, we were sure 
to perish speedily in one way or another. ‘I authorize you 
to take all the risks,' he said, after a short silence. ‘I refuse 
to take any/ I said, shortly; which was just the answer 
he expected, though its tone might have surprised him. 
'Well, I must defer to your judgment. You are captain/ 
he said, with marked civility. I turned my shoulder to him 
in sign of my appreciation, and looked into the fog. How 
long would it last? It was the most hopeless look-out. The 
approach to this Kurtz grubbing for ivory in the wretched 
bush was beset by as many dangers as though he had been 
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an enchanted princess sleeping in a fabulous castle. Will 
they attack, do you think?’ asked the manager, in a con- 
fidential tone. 

“I did not think they would attack, for several ob- 
vious reasons. The thick fog was one. If they left the 
bank in their canoes they would get lost in it, as we would 
be if we attempted to move. Still, I had also,, judged the 
j ung le of both banks quite impenetrable — and yet eyes 
were in it, eyes that had seen us. The river-side bushes 
were certainly very thick; but the undergrowth behind 
was evidently penetrable. However, during the short lift 
I had seen no canoes anywhere in the reach — certainly 
not abreast of the steamer. But what made the idea of 
attack inconceivable to me was the nature of the noise • 
of the cries we had heard. They had not the fierce char- 
acter boding immediate hostile intention. Unexpected, 
wild, and violent as they had been, they had given me 
an irresistible impression of sorrow. The glimpse of the 
steamboat had for some feason filled those savages with 
unrestrained grief. The danger, if any, I expounded, was 
from our proximity to a great human passion let loose. 
Even extreme grief may ultimately vent itself in violence 
— but more generally takes the form of apathy. . . . 

“You should have seen the pilgrims stare! They had 
no heart to grin, or even to revile me : but I believe they 
thought me gone mad — with fright, maybe. I delivered 
a regular lecture. My dear boys, it was no good bother- 
ing. Keep a look-out? Well, you may guess I watched 
the fog for the signs of lifting as a cat watches a mouse ; 
but for anything else our eyes were of no more use to us 
than if we had been buried miles deep in a heap of cotton- 
wool. It felt like it, too— choking, warm, stifling. Besides, 
all I said, though it sounded extravagant, was abso- 
lutely true to fact. What we afterwards alluded to as an 
attack was really an attempt at repulse. The action was 
very far from being aggressive — it was not even de- 


HEART OF DARKNESS 61 

f ensive, in the usual sense : it was undertaken under the 
stress of desperation, and in its essence was purely pro- 
tective. 

“It developed itself, I should say, two hours after 
the fog lifted, and its commencement was at a spot, 
roughly speaking, about a mile and a half below Kurtz’s 
station. We, had just floundered and flopped round a bend, 
when I saw an islet, a mere grassy hummock of bright 
green, in the middle of the stream. It was the only thing 
of the kind; but as we opened the reach more, I per- 
ceived it was the head of a long sandbank, or rather 
of a chain of shallow patches stretching down the middle 
of the river. They were discolored, just awash, and the 
whole lot was seen just under the water, exactly as a 
man’s backbone is seen running down the middle of his 
back under the skin. Now, as far as I did see, I could go 
to the right or to the left of this. I didn’t know either 
channel, of course. The banks looked pretty well alike,, 
the depth appeared the same ; tftit as I had been informed 
the station was on the west side, I naturally headed for 
the western passage. 

“No sooner had we fairly entered it than I became 
aware it was much narrower than I had supposed. To the 
left of us there was the long uninterrupted shoal, and 
to the right a high, steep bank heavily overgrown with 
bushes. Above the bush the trees stood in serried ranks. 
The twigs overhung the current thickly, and from distance 
to distance a large limb of some tree projected rigidly 
over the stream. It was then well on in the afternoon, 
the face of the forest was gloomy, and a broad strip of 
shadow had already fallen on the water. In this shadow 
we steamed up — very slowly, as you may imagine. I 
sheered her well inshore — the water being deepest near the 
bank, as the sounding-pole informed me. 

“One of my hungry and forbearing friends was sound- 
ing in the bows just below me. This steamboat was 
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exactly like a decked scow. On the deck, there were two 
little teak-wood houses, with doors and windows. The j 
boiler was in the fore-end, and the machinery right astern. 
Over the whole there was a light roof, supported on 
stanchions. The funnel projected through that roof, and j 
in front of the funnel a small cabin built of light planks ] 
served for a pilot-house. It contained a couch, two camp- 
stools, a loaded Martini-Henry leaning in one corner, a 
tiny table, and the steering-wheel. It had a wide door 
in front and a broad shutter at each side. All these were 
always thrown open, of course. I spent my days perched 
up there on the extreme fore-end of that roof, before the 
door. At night I slept, or tried to, on the couch. An 
athletic black belonging to some coast tribe, and edu- 
cated by my poor predecessor, was the helmsman. He 
sported a pair of brass earrings, wore a blue cloth wrapper j 
from the waist to the ankles, and thought all the world 
of him self. He was the most unstable kind of fool I had 
' ever seen. He steered with* no end of a swagger while you 
were by ; but if he lost sight of you, he became instantly 
the prey of an abject funk, and would let that cripple 
of a steamboat get the upper hand of him in a minute. 

“I was looking down at the sounding-pole, and feeling 
much annoyed to see at each try a little more of it stick 
out of that river, when I saw my poleman give up the 
business suddenly, and stretch himself flat on the deck, 
without even taking the trouble to haul his pole in. He 
kept hold on it though, and it trailed in the water. At the 
same time the fireman, whom I could also see below me, 
sat down abruptly before his furnace and ducked his head. 

I was amazed. Then I had to look at the river mighty 
• quick, because there was a snag in the fairway. Sticks, little 
sticks, were flying about— thick: they were whizzing be- 
fore my nose, dropping below me, striking behind me 
against my pilot-house. All this time the river, the shore, ! 
the woods, were very quiet— perfectly quiet. I could only 
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hear the heavy splashing thump of the stern-wheel and 
the patter of these things. We cleared the snag clumsily. 
Arrows, by Jove! We were being shot at! I stepped in 
quickly to close the shutter on the land-side. That fool- 
helmsman, his hands on the spokes, was lifting his knees 
high, stamping his feet, champing his mouth, like a 
reindd-in horse. Confound him! And we were staggering 
within ten* feet of the bank. I had to lean right out to 
swing the heavy shutter, and I saw a face amongst the 
leaves on the level with my own, looking at me very fierce 
and steady ; and then suddenly, as though a veil had been 
removed from my eyes, I made out, deep in the tangled 
gloom, naked breasts, arms, legs, glaring eyes, — the bush 
was swarming with human limbs in movement, glistening, 
of bronze color. The twigs shook, swayed, and rustled, 
the arrows flew out of them, and then the shutter came 
to. ‘Steer her straight/ I said to the helmsman. He held 
his head rigid, face forward ; but his eyes rolled, he kept 
on lifting and setting down his feet gently, his mouth 
foamed a little. ‘Keep quiet P I ScSd in a fury. I might just 
as well have ordered a tree not to sway in the wind. 
I darted out. Below me there was a great scuffle of feet 
on the iron deck ; confused exclamations ; a voice screamed, 
‘Can you turn back?’ I caught sight of a V-shaped ripple 
on the water ahead. What? Another snag! A fusillade 
burst out under my feet. The pilgrims had opened with 
their Winchesters, and were simply squirting lead into 
that bush. A deuce of a lot of smoke came up and drove 
slowly forward. I swore at it. Now I couldn't see the 
ripple or the snag either. I stood in the doorway, peering, 
and the arrows came in swarms. They might have been 
poisoned, but they looked as though they wouldn't kill a 
cat. The bush began to howl. Our wood-cutters raised a 
warlike whoop; the report of a rifle just at my back 
deafened me. I glanced over my shoulder, and the pilot- 
house was yet full of noise and smoke when I made a dash 
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at the wheel. The fool-nigger had dropped everything, 
to throw the shutter open and let off that Martini-Henry. 
He stood before the wide opening, glaring, and I yelled at 
him to come back, while I straightened the sudden twist 
out of that steamboat. There was no room to turn even if 
I had wanted to, the snag was somewhere very near ahead 
in that confounded smoke, there was no time tp lose, so I 
just crowded her into the bank — right into the bank, where 
I knew the water was deep. 

“We tore slowly along the overhanging bushes in a 
whirl of broken twigs and flying leaves. The fusillade 
below stopped short, as I had foreseen it would when the 
squirts got empty. I threw my head back to a glinting 
whizz that traversed the pilot-house, in at one shutter- 
hole and out at the other. Looking past that mad helms- 
man, who was shaking the empty rifle and yelling at the 
shore, I saw vague forms of men running bent double, 
leaping, gliding, distinct, incomplete, evanescent. Some- 
thing big appeared in the Qir before the shutter, the rifle 
went overboard, and the man stepped back swiftly, looked 
at me over his shoulder in an extraordinary, profound, 
familiar manner, and fell upon my feet. The side of his 
head hit the wheel twice, and the end of what appeared 
a long cane clattered round and knocked over a little camp- 
stool. It looked as though after wrenching that thing from 
somebody ashore he had lost his balance in the effort The 
thin smoke had blown away, we were clear of the snag, 
and looking ahead I could see that in another hundred 
yards or so I would be free to sheer off, away from the 
bank ; but my feet felt so very warm and wet that I 
had to look down. The man had rolled on his back and 
stared straight up at me; both his hands clutched that 
cane. It was the shaft of a spear that, either thrown or 
lunged through the opening, had caught him in the side 
just below the ribs; the blade had gone in out of sight, 
after making a frightful gash; my shoes were full; a pool 
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of blood lay very still, gleaming dark-red under the wheel ; 
his eyes shone with an amazing luster. The fusillade burst 
out again. He looked at me anxiously, gripping the spear 
like something precious, with an air of being afraid I 
would try to take it away from him. I had to make an 
effort to free my eyes from his gaze and attend to steer- 
ing. "With one hand I felt above my head for the line of 
the steam 'whistle, and jerked out screech after screech 
hurriedly. The tumult of angry and warlike yells was 
checked instantly, and then from the depths of the woods 
went out such a tremulous and prolonged wail of mourn- 
ful fear and utter despair as may be imagined to follow the 
flight of the last hope from the earth. There was a great 
commotion in the bush; the shower of arrows stopped, a 
few dropping shots rang out sharply — then silence, in 
which the languid beat of the stern-wheel came plainly 
to my ears. I put the helm hard a-starboard at the moment 
when the pilgrim in pink pajamas, very hot and agitated, 
appeared in the doorway. ‘Tile manager sends me — * he 
began in an official tone, and stopped short. ‘Good Godf 
he said, glaring at the wounded man. 

“We two whites stood over him, and his lustrous and 
inquiring glance enveloped us both. I declare it looked 
as though he would presently put to us some question in 
an understandable language; but he died without utter- 
ing a sound, without moving a limb, without twitching 
a muscle. Only in the very last moment, as though in 
response to some sign we could not see, to some whisper 
we could not hear, he frowned heavily, and that frown 
gave to his black death-mask an inconceivably somber, 
brooding, and menacing expression. The luster of inquiring 
glance faded swiftly into vacant glassiness. ‘Can you 
steer?’ I asked the agent eagerly. He looked very dubious; 
but I made a grab at his arm, and he understood at once 
I meant him to steer whether or no. To tell you the 
truth, I was morbidly anxious to change my shoes and 
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socks. 'He is dead/ murmured the fellow, immensely- 
impressed. 'No doubt about it/ said I, tugging like mad 
at the shoe-laces. 'And by the way, I suppose Mr. Kurtz 
is dead as well by this time/ 

"For the moment that was the dominant thought. There 
was a sense of extreme disappointment, as though had 
found out I had been striving after something altogether 
without a substance. I couldn’t have been more disgusted 
if I had traveled all this way for the sole purpose of 
talking with Mr. Kurtz. Talking with ... I flung one 
shoe overboard, and became aware that that was exactly 
what I had been looking forward to — a talk with Kurtz. 
I made the strange discovery that I had never imagined 
him as doing, you know, but as discoursing. I didn’t say 
to myself, 'Now I will never see him/ or 'Now I will 
never shake him by the hand/ but, 'now I will never 
hear him/ The man presented himself as a voice. Not 
of course that I did not connect him with some sort 
of action. Hadn’t I been^tdld in all the tones of jealousy 
and admiration that he had collected, bartered, swindled, 
or stolen more ivory than all the other agents together? 
That was not the point. The point was in his being a 
gifted creature, and that of all his gifts the one that stood 
out preeminently, that carried with it a sense of real 
presence, was his ability to talk, his words — the gift of 
expression, the bewildering, the illuminating, the most 
exalted and the most contemptible, the pulsating stream of 
light, or the deceitful flow from the heart of an impene- 
trable darkness. 

"The other shoe went flying unto the devil-god of that 
river. I thought, by Jove! it’s all over. We are too late; 
he has vanished — the gift has vanished, by means of some 
spear, arrow, or club. I will never hear that chap speak 
after all,— and my sorrow had a startling extravagance 
of emotion, even such as I had noticed in the howling 
sorrow of these savages in the bush. I couldn’t have felt 
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more lonely desolation somehow, had I been robbed of a 
belief or had missed my destiny in life. . . . Why do you 
sigh in this beastly way, somebody? Absurd? Well, absurd. 
Good Lord! mustn't a man ever — Here, give me some 
tobacco." . . . 

There was a pause of profound stillness, then a match 
flared, and Marlow's lean face appeared, worn, hollow, 
with downward folds and drooped eyelids, with an aspect 
of concentrated attention; and as he took vigorous draws 
at his pipe, it seemed to retreat and advance out of the 
night in the regular flicker of the tiny flame. The match 
went out. 

“Absurd !" he cried. “’This is the worst of trying to tell. 

. . . Here you all are, each moored with two good ad- 
dresses, like a hulk with two anchors, a butcher round 
one corner, a policeman round another, excellent appe- 
tites, and temperature normal — you hear — normal from 
year's end to year’s end. And you say, Absurd! Absurd 
be — exploded! Absurd! My Mear boys, what can you' 
expect from a man who out of sheer nervousness had 
just flung overboard a pair of new shoes! Now I think of 
it, it is amazing I did not shed tears. I am, upon the whole, 
proud of my fortitude. I was cut to the quick at the idea 
of having lost the inestimable privilege of listening to the 
gifted Kurtz. Of course I was wrong. The privilege was 
waiting for me. Oh, yes, I heard more than enough. And 
I was right, too. A voice. He was very little more than 
a voice. And I heard — him — it — this voice — other voices— 
all of them were so little more than voices — and the 
memory of that time itself lingers around me, impalpable, 
like a dying vibration of one immense jabber, silly, atro- 
cious, sordid, savage, or simply mean, without any kind of 
sense. Voices, voices— even the girl herself — now — " 

He was silent for a long time. 

“I laid the ghost of his gifts at last with a lie," he 
began, suddenly. “Girl! What? Did I mention a girl? Oh, 
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she is out of it — completely. They- — the women I mean 
—are out of it— should be out of it. We must help them 
to stay in that beautiful world of their own, lest ours gets 
worse. Oh, she had to be out of it. You should have heard 
the disinterred body of Mr. Kurtz saying, ‘My Intended/ 
You would have perceived directly then how completely 
she was out of it. And the lofty frontal bope of Mr. 
Kurtz ! They say the hair goes on growing sometimes, but 
this — ah — specimen, was impressivly bald. The wilderness 
had patted ’'him on the head, and, behold, it was like a 
ball — an ivory ball ; it had caressed him, and — lo ! — he had 
withered ; it had taken him, loved him, embraced him, got 
into his veins, consumed his flesh, and sealed his soul 
to its own by the inconceivable ceremonies of some devil- 
ish initiation. He was its spoiled and pampered favorite. 
Ivory? I should think so. Heaps of it, stacks of it. The 
old mud shanty was bursting with it. You would think 
there was not a single tusk left either above or below the 
'ground in the whole country. ‘Mostly fossil/ the manager 
had remarked, disparagingly. It was no more fossil than 
I am; but they call it fossil when it is dug up. It appears 
these niggers do bury the tusks sometimes — but evidently 
they couldn't bury this parcel deep enough to save the 
gifted Mr. Kurtz from his fate. We filled the steamboat 
with it, and had to pile a lot on the deck. Thus he could 
see and enjoy as long as he could see, because the appre- 
ciation of this favor had remained with him to the last. 
You should have heard him say, ‘My ivory/ Oh, yes, I 
heard him. ‘My Intended, my ivory, my station, my river, 
my — ’ everything belonged to him. It made me hold my 
breath in expectation of hearing the wilderness burst into 
a prodigious peal of laughter that would shake the fixed 
stars in their places. Everything belonged to him — but that 
was a trifle. The thing was to know what he belonged to, 
how many powers of darkness claimed him for their own. 
That was the reflection that, made you creepy all over. 
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It was impossible— it was not good for one either — trying 
to imagine. h£e had taken a high seat amongst the devils 
of the land— I mean literally. You can’t understand. How 
could you? — with solid pavement under your feet, sur- 
rounded by kind neighbors ready to cheer you or to fall 
on you, stepping delicately between the butcher and the 
policeman,, in the holy terror of scandal and gallows and 
l unat ic asylums— how can you imagine what particular 
region of the first ages a man’s untrammeled feet may 
take him into by the way of solitude — utter solitude with- 
out a policeman — by the way of silence — utter silence, 
where no warning voice of a kind neighbor can be heard 
whispering of public opinion? These little things make all 
the great difference. When they are gone you must fall 
back upon your own innate strength, upon your own 
capacity for faithfulness. Of course you may be too much 
of a fool to go wrong— too dull even to know you are 
being assaulted by the powers of darkness. I take it, no 
fool ever made a bargain for "his soul with the devil : the ' 
fool is too much of a fool, or the devil too much of a 
devil — I don’t know which. Or you may be such a thun- 
deringly exalted creature as to be altogether deaf and blind 
to anything but heavenly sights and sounds. Then the 
earth for you is only a standing place- — and whether to 
be like this is your loss or your gain I won’t pretend to 
say. But most of us are neither one nor the other. The 
earth' for us is a place to live in, where we must put up 
with sights, with sounds, with smells, too, by Jove! — 
breathe dead hippo, so to speak, and not be contaminated. 
And there, don’t you see? your strength comes in, the 
faith in your ability for the digging of unostentatious 
holes to bury the stuff in — your power of devotion, not 
to yourself, but to an obscure, back-breaking business. 
And that’s difficult enough. Mind, I am not trying to ex- 
cuse or even explain — I am trying to account to myself 
f or _for— Mr. Kurtz— for the shade of Mr. Kurtz. This 
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initiated wraith from the back of Nowhere honored me 
with its amazing confidence before it vanished altogether. 
This was because it could speak English to me. The 
original Kurtz had been educated partly in England, and 
— as he was good enough to say himself — his sympathies 
were in the right place. His mother was half-English, his 
father was half-French. All Europe contributed to the 
making of Kurtz; and by and by I learned that, most 
appropriately, the International Society for the Suppres- 
sion of Savage Customs had intrusted him with the making 
of a report, for its future guidance. And he had written 
it, too. Eve seen it. Eve read it. It was eloquent, vibrating 
with eloquence, but too high-strung, I think. Seventeen 
pages of close writing he had found time for! But this 
must have been before his — let us say* — nerves, went 
wrong, and caused him to preside at certain midnight 
dances ending with unspeakable rites, which — as far as I 
reluctantly gathered from what I heard at various times— 
were offered up to him— do you understand? — to Mr. 
Kurtz himself. But it was a beautiful piece of writing. 
The opening paragraph, however, in the light of later in- 
formation, strikes me now as ominous. He began with 
the argument that we whites, from the point of develop- 
ment we had arrived at, 'must necessarily appear to them 
[savages] in the nature of supernatural beings- — we ap- 
proach them with the might as of a deity/ and so on, 
and so on. 'By the simple exercise of our will we can exert 
a power for good practically unbounded/ etc. etc. From 
that point he soared and took me with him. The peroration 
was magnificent, though difficult to remember, you know. 
It gave me the notion of an exotic Immensity ruled by an 
august Benevolence. It made me tingle with enthusiasm. 
This was the unbounded power of eloquence — of words — 
of burning noble words. There were no practical hints to 
interrupt the magic current of phrases, unless a kind of 
note at the foot of the last page, scrawled evidently much 
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later, in an unsteady hand, may be regarded as the exposi- 
tion of a method. It was very simple, and at the end of that 
moving appeal to every altruistic sentiment it blazed at you, 
luminous and terrifying, like a flash of lightning in a 
serene sky : ‘Exterminate all the brutes V The curious part 
was that he had apparently forgotten all about that valu- 
able postscriptum, because, later on, when he in a sense 
came to himself, he repeatedly entreated me to take good 
care of ‘my pamphlet 1 (he called it), as it was sure to 
have in the future a good influence upon his career. I had 
full information about all these things, and, besides, as 
it turned out, I was to have the care of his memory. 
Fve done enough for it to give me the indisputable right 
to lay it, if I choose, for an everlasting rest in the dust- 
bin of progress, amongst all the sweepings and, figuratively 
speaking, all the dead cats of civilization. But then, you 
see, I can t choose. He won’t be forgotten. Whatever he 
was, he was not common. He had the power to charm or 
frighten rudimentary souls into % an aggravated witch-dance 
in his honor ; he could also filf the small souls of the 
pilgrims with bitter misgivings : he had one devoted friend 
at least, and he had conquered one soul in the world that 
was neither rudimentary nor tainted with self-seeking. 
No; I can’t forget him, though I am not prepared to 
affirm the fellow was exactly worth the life we lost in, 
getting to him. I missed my late helmsman awfully, — I 
missed him even while his body was still lying in the 
pilot-house. Perhaps you will think it passing strange this 
regret for a savage who was no more account than a 
grain of sand in a black Sahara. Well, don’t you see, he 
had done something, he had steered; for months I had 
him at my back— a help — an instrument. It was a kind 
of partnership. He steered for me — I had to look after 
him, I worried about his deficiencies, and thus a subtle 
bond had been created, of which I only became aware 
when it was suddenly broken. And the intimate pro- 
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fundity of that look he gave me when he received his hurt 
remains to this day in my memory like a„ claim of dis- 
tant kinship affirmed in a supreme moment. 

“Poor fool ! If he had only left that shutter alone. He 
had no restraint, no restraint — just like Kurtz a tree 
swaved by the wind. As soon as I had put on . a dry 
pair of slippers, I dragged him out, after first jerking 
the spear out of his side, which operation I confess I per- 
formed with my eyes shut tight. His heels leaped together 
over the little door-step; his shoulders were pressed to my 
breast; I hugged him from behind desperately. Oh! he 
was heavy, heavy ; heavier than any man on earth, I 
should imagine. Then without more ado I tipped him 
overboard. The current snatched him as though he had 
been a wisp of grass, and I saw the body roll over twice 
before I lost sight of it forever. All the pilgrims and the 
manager were then congregated on the awning-deck about 
the pilot-house, chattering at each other like a flock of 
' excited magpies, and then? was a scandalized murmur at 
my heartless promptitude. What they wanted to keep that 
body hanging about for I can’t guess. Embalm it, maybe. 
But I had also heard another, and a very ominous, mur- 
mur on the deck below. My friends the wood-cutters were 
likewise scandalized, and with a better show of reason — 
though I admit that the reason itself was quite inad- 
missible. Oh, quite ! I had made up my mind that if my 
late helmsman was to be eaten, the fishes alone should 
have him. He had been a very second-rate helmsman while 
alive, but now he was dead he might have become a first- 
class temptation, and possibly cause some startling trouble. 
Besides, I was anxious to take the wheel, the man in pink 
pajamas showing himself a hopeless duffer at the business. 

“This I did directly the simple funeral was over. We 
were going half-speed, keeping right in the middle of the 
stream, and I listened to the talk about me. They had given 
up Kurtz, they had given up the station; Kurtz was dead. 
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and the station had been burnt — and so on — -and so on. 
The red~haire<j pilgrim was beside himself with the thought 
that at least this poor Kurtz had been properly avenged. 
'Say! We must have made a glorious slaughter of them 
in the bush. Eh ? What do you think ? Say ?’ He positively 
danced, the bloodthirsty little gingery beggar. And he had 
nearly fainfed when he saw the wounded man! I could 
not help saying, 'You made a glorious lot of smoke, any- 
how/ I had seen, from the way the tops of the bushes 
rustled and flew, that almost all the shots had gone too 
high. You can’t hit anything unless you take aim and fire 
from the shoulder; but these chaps fired from the hip 
with their eyes shut. The retreat, I maintained — and I 
was right — was caused by the screeching of the steam- 
whistle. Upon this they forgot Kurtz, and began to howl 
at me with indignant protests. 

"The manager stood by the wheel murmuring confiden- 
tially about the necessity of getting well away down the 
river before dark at all events, % w|ien I saw in the distance 
a clearing on the river-side and the outlines of some sort 
of building. 'What’s this?’ I asked. He clapped his hands 
in wonder. 'The station !’ he cried. I edged in at once, still 
going half-speed. 

"Through my glasses I saw the slope of a hill inter- 
spersed with rare trees and perfectly free from under- 
growth. A long decaying building on the summit was half 
buried in the high grass; the large holes in the peaked 
roof gaped black from afar; the jungle and the woods 
made a background. There was no enclosure or fence 
of any kind; but there had been one apparently, for near 
the house half-a-dozen slim posts remained in a row, 
roughly trimmed, and with their upper ends ornamented 
with round carved balls. The rails, or whatever there had 
been between, had disappeared. Of course the forest sur- 
rounded all that. The river-bank was clear, and on the 
water-side I saw a white man under a hat like a cart* 



74 GREAT MODERN SHORT STORIES 

wheel beckoning persistently with his whole arm. Examin- 
ing the edge of the forest above and below,, I was almost 
certain I could see movements — human forms gliding 
here and there. I steamed past prudently, then stopped the 
engines and let her drift down. The man on the shore 
began to shout, urging us to land. ‘We have been attacked,’ 
screamed the manager. ‘I know — I know. It's all right,’ 
yelled back the other, as cheerful as you please. ‘Come 
along. It’s all right. I am glad.’ 

“His aspect reminded me of something I had seen — 
something funny I had seen somewhere. As I maneuvered 
to get alongside, I was asking myself, ‘What does this 
fellow look like?’ Suddenly I got it. He looked like a 
harlequin. His clothes had been made of some stuff that 
was brown holland probably, but it was covered with 
patches all over, with bright patches, blue, red, and yellow, 
— patches on the back, patches on the front, patches on 
elbows, on knees; colored binding around his jacket, 
scarlet edging at the bottom of his trousers; and the sun- 
shine made him look extremely gay and wonderfully 
neat withal, because you could see how beautifully all 
this patching had been done. A beardless, boyish face, very 
fair, no features to speak of, nose peeling, little blue eyes, 
smiles and frowns chasing each other over that open 
countenance like sunshine and shadow on a wind-swept 
plain. ‘Look out, captain !’ he cried ; ‘there’s a snag lodged 
in her last night.’ What! Another snag? I confess I swore 
shamefully. I had nearly holed my cripple, to finish off 
that charming trip. The harlequin on the bank turned his 
little pug-nose up to me. ‘You English?’ he asked, all 
smiles. ‘Are you?’ I shouted from the wheel. The smiles 
vanished, and he shook his head as if sorry for my dis- 
appointment. Then he brightened up. ‘Never mind!’ he 
cried, encouragingly. ‘Are we in time ?’ I asked. ‘He is 
up there,’ he replied, with a toss of the head up the hill, 
and becoming gloomy all of a sudden. His face was like the 
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autumn sky, overcast one moment and bright the next. 

“When the ^manager, escorted by the pilgrims, all of 
them armed to the teeth, had gone to the house this chap 
came on board. ‘I say, I don't like this. These natives 
are in the bush,' I said. He assured me earnestly it was 
all right. They are simple people,' he added ; 'well, I am 
glad you came. It took me all my time to keep them off.' 
'But you said it was all right,' I cried. 'Oh, they meant no 
harm,' he said; and as I stared he corrected himself, 
'Not exactly.' Then vivaciously, 'My faith, your pilot- 
house wants a clean-up!' In the next breath he advised 
me to keep enough steam on the boiler to blow the whistle 
in case of any trouble. 'One good screech will do more 
for you than all your rifles. They are simple people/ he 
repeated. He rattled away at such a rate he quite over- 
whelmed me. He seemed to be trying to make up for lots 
of silence, and actually hinted, laughing, that such was 
the case. 'Don't you talk with Mr. Kurtz?’ I said. 'You 
don't talk with that man — you Hsten to him,' he exclaimed 
with severe exaltation. 'But now — ' He waved his arm, 
and in the twinkling of an eye was in the uttermost depths 
of despondency. In a moment he came up again with a 
jump, possessed himself of both my hands, shook them 
continuously, while he gabbled: 'Brother sailor . . . 
honor . . . pleasure . . . delight . . . introduce myself 
. . . Russian . . . son of an arch-priest . . . Government 
of Tambov. . . . What? Tobacco ! English tobacco; the 
excellent English tobacco! Now, that's brotherly. Smoke? 
Where's a sailor that does not smoke ?' 

“The pipe soothed him, and gradually I made out he 
had run away from school, had gone to sea in a Russian 
ship; ran away again; served some time in English ships; 
was now reconciled with the arch-priest. He made a point 
of that. 'But when one is young one must see things, 
gather experience, ideas ; enlarge the mind.' 'Here !’ I inter- 
rupted. 'You can never tell ! Here I met Mr. Kurtz/ he 


? 6 GREAT MODERN SHORT STORIES 

said, youthfully solemn and reproachful. I held my tongue 
after that. It appears he had persuaded a Dutch trading- 
house on the coast to fit him out with stores and goods, 
and had started for the interior with a light heart, and 
no more idea of what would happen to him than a baby. 
He had been wandering about that river for nearly two 
years alone, cut off from everybody and everything.^ ‘I 
am not so young as I look. I am twenty-five, he said. At 
first old Van Shuyten would tell me to go to the devil,’ 
he narrated with keen enj oyment ; but I stuck to him, 
and talked and talked, till at last he got afraid I would 
talk the hind-leg off his favorite dog, so he gave me some 
cheap things and a few guns, and told me he hoped he 
would never see my face again. Good old Dutchman, Van 
Shuyten. I’ve sent him one small lot of ivory a year ago, 
so that he can’t call me a little thief when I get back. 
I hope he got it. And for the rest I don’t care. I had 
some wood stacked for vou. That was my old house. 
Did you see?’ r 

“l gave him Towson’s book. He made as though he 
would kiss me, but restrained himself. 'The only book 
I had left, and I thought I had lost it,’ he said, looking 
at it ecstatically. ‘So many accidents happen to a man 
going about alone, you know. Canoes get upset sometimes 
— and sometimes you’ve got to clear out so quick when the 
people get angry.’ He thumbed the pages. ‘You made notes 
in Russian?’ I asked. He nodded. ‘I thought they were 
written in cipher,’ I said. He laughed, then became seri- 
ous. ‘I had lots of trouble to keep these people off,’ he 
said. ‘Did they want to kill you?’ I asked. ‘Oh, no!’ he 
cried, and checked himself. ‘Why did they attack us?’ I 
pursued. He hesitated, then said shamefacedly, ‘They don’t 
want him to go.’ ‘Don’t they?’ I said, curiously. He nodded 
a nod full of mystery and wisdom. ‘I tell you,’ he cried, 
‘this man has enlarged my mind.’ He opened his arms 
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wide, staring at me with his little blue eyes that were 
perfectly round.” 

hi 

“I looked at him, lost in astonishment. There he was 
before me, in motley, as though he had absconded from 
a troupe oj: mimes, enthusiastic, fabulous. His very ex- 
istence was improbable, inexplicable, and altogether be- 
wildering. He was an insoluble problem. It was incon- 
ceivable how he had existed, how he had succeeded in 
getting so far, how he had managed to remain — why he 
did not instantly disappear. T went a little farther/ he 
said, ‘then still a little farther — till I had gone so far that 
I don’t know how I’ll ever get back. Never mind. Plenty 
time. I can manage. You take Kurtz away quick — quick— 

I tell you.’ The glamour of youth enveloped his parti- 
colored rags, his destitution, his loneliness, the essential 
desolation of his futile wanderings. For months — for 
years — his life hadn’t been *^vorth a days purchase; 
and there he was gallantly, thoughtlessly alive, to all ap- 
pearance indestructible solely by the virtue of his few 
years and of his unreflecting audacity. I was seduced into 
something like admiration— like envy. Glamour urged him 
on, glamour kept him unscathed. He surely wanted nothing 
from the wilderness but space to breathe in and to push 
on through. His need was to exist, and to move onwards 
at the greatest possible risk, and with a maximum of 
privation. If the absolutely pure, uncalculating, unprac- 
tical spirit of adventure had ever ruled a human being, 
it ruled this be-patched youth. I almost envied him the 
possession of this modest and clear flame. It seemed to 
have consumed all thought of self so completely, that 
even while he was talking to you, you forgot that it was 
he — the man before your eyes— who had gone through 
these things. I did not envy him his devotion to Kurtz, 
though. He had not meditated over it. It came to him/ 
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and he accepted it with a sort of eager fatalism. I must 
say that to me it appeared about the most dangerous thing 
in every way he had come upon so far. 

“They had come together unavoidably, like two ships 
becalmed near each other, and lay rubbing sides at last. 
I suppose Kurtz wanted an audience, because on a certain 
occasion, when encamped in the forest, they, had talked 
all night, or more probably Kurtz had talked., 4 We talked 
of everything/ he said, quite transported at the recollec- 
tion. T forgot there was such a thing as sleep. The night 
did not seem to last an hour. Everything! Every- 
thing! ... Of love, too/ 'Ah, he talked to you of love!’ 
I said, much amused. Tt isn’t what you think/ he cried, 
almost passionately. Tt was in general. He made me see 
things — things/ 

“He threw his arms up. We were on deck at the time, 
and the headman of my wood-cutters, lounging near by, 
turned upon him his heavy and glittering eyes. I looked 
around, and I don’t kijow why, but I assure you that 
never, never before, did this land, this river, this jungle, 
the very arch of this blazing sky, appear to me so hope- 
less and so dark, so impenetrable to human thought, so 
pitiless to human weakness. 'And, ever since, you have 
been with him, of course ?’ I said. 

“On the contrary. It appears their intercourse had 
been very much broken by various causes. He had, as he 
informed me proudly, managed to nurse Kurtz through 
two illnesses (he alluded to it as you would to some risky 
feat), but as a rule Kurtz wandered alone far in the 
depths of the forest. 'Very often coming to this station, 
I had to wait days and days before he would turn up/ 
he said. 'Ah, it was worth waiting for! — sometimes/ 
'What was he doing? exploring or what?’ I asked. 'Oh, 
yes, of course’ ; he had discovered lots of villages, a lake, 
too — he did not know exactly in what direction ; it was 
dangerous to inquire too much — but mostly his expedi- 


HEART OF DARKNESS 79 

tions had been for ivory. 'But he had no goods to trade 
with by that time/ I objected. 'There’s a good lot of 
cartridges left even yet/ he answered, looking away. 'To 
speak plainly, he raided the country/ 1 said. He nodded. 
‘Not alone, surely!’ He muttered something about the 
villages round that lake. 'Kurtz got the tribe to follow 
him, did he?’ I suggested. He fidgeted a little. 'They 
adored him/ he said. The tone of these words was so 
extraordinary that I looked at him searchingly. It was 
curious to see his mingled eagerness and reluctance to 
speak of Kurtz. The man filled his life, occupied his 
thoughts, swayed his emotions. 'What can you expect?’ 
he burst out; 'he came to them with thunder and light- 
ning, you know — and they had never seen anything like 
it — and very terrible. He could be very terrible. You 
can’t judge Mr. Kurtz as you would an ordinary man. 
No, no, no ! Now — just to give you an idea — I don’t mind 
telling you, he wanted to shoot me, too, one day — but I 
don’t judge him.’ 'Shoot you !’*I cried. 'What for?’ 'Well, 
I had a small lot of ivory the chief of that village near 
my house gave me. You see I used to shoot game for 
them. Well, he wanted it, and wouldn’t hear reason. He 
declared he would shoot me unless I gave him the ivory 
and then cleared out of the country, because he could do 
so, and had a fancy for it, and there was nothing on earth 
to prevent him killing whom he jolly well pleased. And 
it was true, too. I gave him the ivory. What did I care! 
But I didn’t clear out. No, no. I couldn’t leave him. I had 
to be careful, of course, till we got friendly again for a 
time. He had his second illness then. Afterwards I had 
to keep out of the wa> ; but I didn’t mind. He was living 
for the most part in those villages on the lake. When he 
came down to the river, sometimes he would take to me, 
and sometimes it was better for me to be careful. This 
man suffered too much. He hated all this, and somehow 
he couldn’t get away. When I had a chance I begged him 
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to try and leave while there was time ; I offered to go 
back with him. And he would say yes, and then he would 
remain; go off on another ivory hunt; disappear for 
weeks ; forget himself amongst these people— forget him- 
self — you know . 5 ‘Why! 'he’s mad , 5 I said. He protested 
indignantly. Mr. Kurtz couldn’t be mad. If I had heard 
him talk, only two days ago, I wouldn’t dg.re hint at 
such a thing. ... I had taken up my binoculars while 
we talked, and was looking at the shore, sweeping the 
limit of the forest at each side and at the back of the 
house. The consciousness of there being people in that 
bush, so silent, so quiet— as silent and quiet as the ruined 
house on the hill — made me uneasy. There was no sign 
on the face of nature of this amazing tale that was not 
so much told as suggested to me in desolate exclamations, 
completed by shrugs, in interrupted phrases, in hints end- 
ing in deep sighs. The woods were unmoved, like a 
mask — heavy, like the closed door of a prison they 
' looked with their air of jriaden knowledge, of patient ex- 
pectation, of unapproachable silence. The Russian was 
explaining to me that it was only lately that Mr. Kurtz 
had come down to the river, bringing along with him all 
the fighting men of that lake tribe. He had been absent 
for several months — getting himself adored, I suppose— 
and had come down unexpectedly, with the intention to 
all appearance of making a raid either across the river 
or down stream. Evidently the appetite for more ivory 
had got the better of the— what shall I say?— less ma- 
terial aspirations. However he had got much worse sud- 
denly. T heard he was lying helpless, and so I came up — 
took my chance , 5 said the Russian. ‘Oh, he is bad, very 
bad . 5 I directed my glass to the house. There were no 
signs of life, but there was the ruined roof, the long mud 
wall peeping above the grass, with three little square 
window-holes, no two of the same size; all this brought 
within reach of my hand, as it were. And then I made 
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a brusque movement, and one of the remaining posts of 
that vanished .fence leaped up in the field of my glass. 
You remember I told you I had been struck at the dis- 
tance by certain attempts at ornamentation, rather re- 
markable in the ruinous aspect of the place. Now I had 
suddenly a nearer view, and its first result was to make 
me throw my head back as if before a blow. Then I went 
carefully from post to post with my glass, and I saw my 
mistake. These round knobs were not ornamental but 
symbolic; they were expressive and puzzling, striking 
and disturbing — food for thought and also for vultures 
if there had been any looking down from the sky ; but at 
all events for such ants as were industrious enough to 
ascend the pole. They would have been even more im- 
pressive, those heads on the stakes, if their faces had not 
been turned to the house. Only one, the first I had made 
out, was facing my way. I was not so shocked as you may 
think. The start back I had given was really nothing but 
a movement of surprise. I had ^expected to see a knob 
of wood there, you know. I returned deliberately to the 
first I had seen — and there it was, black, dried, sunken, 
with closed eyelids, — a head that seemed to sleep at the 
top of that pole, and with the shrunken dry lips showing 
a narrow white line of the teeth, was smiling, too, smiling 
continuously at some endless and jocose dream of that 
eternal slumber. 

“I am not disclosing any trade secrets. In fact, the 
manager said afterwards that Mr. Kurtz's methods had 
ruined the district. I have no opinion on that point, but 
I want you clearly to understand that there was nothing 
exactly profitable in these heads being there. They only 
showed that Mr. Kurtz lacked restraint in the gratifica- 
tion of his various lusts, that there was something want- 
ing in him— some small matter which, when the pressing 
need arose, could not be found under his magnificent 
eloquence. Whether he knew of this deficiency himself I 
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can’t say. I think the knowledge came to him at last — 
only at the very last. But the wilderness had found him 
out early, and had taken on him a terrible vengeance for 
the fantastic invasion. I think it had whispered to him 
things about himself which he did not know, things of 
which he had no conception till he took counsel witn this 
great solitude — and the whisper had proved, irresistibly 
fascinating. It echoed loudly within him because he was 
hollow at the core. ... I put down the glass, and the 
head that had appeared near enough to be spoken to 
seemed at once to have leaped away from me into inac- 
cessible distance. 

“The admirer of Mr. Kurtz was a bit crestfallen. In 
a hurried indistinct voice he began to assure me he had 
not dared to take these— -say, symbols— down. . He was not 
afraid of the natives ; they would not stir till Mr. Kurtz 
gave the word. His ascendancy was extraordinary. The 
camps of these people surrounded the place, and the 
chiefs came every day tq. see him. They would crawl. 

‘I don’t want to know anything of the ceremonies used 
when approaching Mr. Kurtz,’ I shouted. Curious, this 
feeling that came over me that such details would be 
more intolerable than those heads drying on the stakes 
under Mr. Kurtz’s windows. After all, that was only a 
savage sight, while I seemed at one bound to have been 
transported into some lightless region of subtle horrors, 
where pure, uncomplicated savagery was a positive relief, 
being something that had a right to exist — obviously — 
in the sunshine. The young man looked at me with sur- 
prise. I suppose it did not occur to him that Mr. Kurtz 
was no idol of mine. He forgot I hadn’t heard any of 
these splendid monologues on, what was it? on love, jus- 
tice, conduct of life — or what not. If it had come to 
crawling before Mr. Kurtz, he crawled as much as the 
veriest savage of them all. I had no idea of the condi- 
tions, he said: these heads were the heads * of rebels. I 
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shocked him excessively by laughing. Rebels ! What would 
be the next definition I was to hear? There had been 
enemies, criminals, workers — and these were rebels. Those 
rebellious heads looked very subdued to me on their 
sticKS. 'You don’t know how such a life tries a man like 
Kurtz/ cried Kurtz’s last disciple. 'Well, and you?’ I said. 
T ! I ! I am a simple man. I have no great thoughts. I 
want nothing from anybody. How can you compare me 
to . . . ?’ His feelings were too much for speech, and 
suddenly he broke down. T don’t understand, he groaned. 
Tve been doing my best to keep him alive, and that’s 
enough. I had no hand in all this. I have no abilities. There 
hasn’t been a drop of medicine or a mouthful of invalid 
food for mourns here. He was shamefully abandoned. 
A man like tnis, with such ideas. Shamefully! Shame- 
fully! I — 1 — haven’t slept for the last ten nights. . . . 

"His voice lost itself in the calm of the evening. The 
long shadows of the forest had slipped downhill while 
we talked, had gone far beyond the ruined hovel, beyond 
the symbolic row of stakes. All this was in the gloom, 
while we down there were yet in the sunshine, and the 
stretch of the river abreast of the clearing glittered in a 
still and dazzling splendor, with a murky and over- 
shadowed bend above and below. Not a living soul was 
seen on the shore. The bushes did not rustle. 

"Suddenly round the corner of the house a group oi 
men appeared, as though they had come up from the 
ground. They waded waist-deep in the grass, in a com- 
pact body, bearing an improvised stretcher in their midst. 
Instantly, in the emptiness of the landscape, a cry arose 
whose shrillness pierced the still air like a sharp arrow 
flying straight to the very heart of the land; and, as if 
by enchantment, streams of human beings— of naked 
human beings — with spears in their hands, with bows, 
with shields, with wild glances and savage movements, 
were poured into the clearing by the dark-faced and pen- 
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sive forest. The bushes shook, the grass swayed for a 
time, and then everything stood still in. attentive im- 
mobility. 

“ 'Now, if he does not say the right thing to them we 
are all done for/ said the Russian at my elbow. The knot 
of men with the stretcher had stopped, too, halfway to 
the steamer, as if petrified. I saw the man on the stretcher 
sit up, lank and with an uplifted arm, above the shoulders 
of the bearers. 'Let us hope that the man who can talk 
so well of love in general will find some particular reason 
to spare us this time/ I said. I resented bitterly the 
absurd danger of our situation, as if to be at the mercy 
of that atrocious phantom had been a dishonoring neces- 
sity. I could not hear a sound, but through my glasses I 
saw the thin arm extended commandingly, the lower jaw 
moving, the eyes of that apparition shining darkly far in 
its bony head that nodded with grotesque jerks. Kurtz — 
Kurtz — that means short in German — don’t it? Well, the 
name was as true as everything else in his life — and death. 
He looked at least seven feet long. His covering had fallen 
off, and his body emerged from it pitiful and appalling 
as from a winding-sheet. I could see the cage of his ribs 
all astir, the bones of his arm waving. It was as though 
an animated image of death carved out of old ivory had 
been shaking its hand with menaces at a motionless crowd 
')f men made of dark and glittering bronze. I saw him 
>pen his mouth wide — it gave him a weirdly voracious 
Tspect, as though he had wanted to swallow all the air, 
all the earth, all the men before him. A deep voice reached 
me faintly. He must have been shouting. He fell back 
suddenly. The stretcher shook as the bearers staggered 
forward again, and almost at the same time I noticed that 
the crowd of savages was vanishing without any percep- 
tible movement of retreat, as if the forest that had ejected 
these beings so suddenly had drawn them in again as 
the breath is drawn in a long aspiration. 
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“Some of the pilgrims behind the stretcher carried his 
arms — two shot-guns, a heavy rifle, and a light revolver- 
carbine — the thunderbolts of that pitiful Jupiter. The 
manager bent over him murmuring as he walked beside 
his head. They laid him down in one of the little cabins — 
just a room for a bedplace and a camp-stool or two, you 
know. We. had brought his belated correspondence, and 
a lot of torn envelopes and open letters littered his bed. 
His hand roamed feebly amongst these papers. I was 
struck by the fire of his eyes and the composed languor 
of his expression. It was not so much the exhaustion of 
disease. He did not seem in pain. This shadow looked 
satiated and calm, as though for the moment it had had 
its fill of all the emotions. 

“He rustled one of the letters, and looking straight in 
my face said, T am glad/ Somebody had been writing 
to him about me. These special recommendations were 
turning up again. The volume of tone he emitted with- 
out effort, almost without the Trouble of moving his lips, 
amazed me. A voice! a voice! It was grave, profound, 
vibrating, while the man did not seem capable of a whis- 
per. However, he had enough strength in him — factitious 
no doubt — to very nearly make an end of us, as you shall 
hear directly. 

“The manager appeared silently in the doorway; I 
stepped out at once and he drew the curtain after me. 
The . Russian, eyed curiously by the pilgrims, was staring 
at the shore. I followed the direction of his glance, 
j “Dark human shapes could be made out in the distance, 

I flitting indistinctly against the gloomy border of the 
forest, and near the river two bronze figures, leaning 
on tall spears, stood in the sunlight under fantastic head- 
dresses of spotted skins, warlike and still in statuesque 
i repose. And from right to left along the lighted shore 
moved a wild and gorgeous apparition of a woman. 

“She walked with measured steps, draped in striped 
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and fringed cloths, treading the earth proudly, with a 
slight jingle and flash of barbarous ornaments. She car- 
ried her head high; her hair was done in the shape of a 
helmet; she had brass leggings to the knee, brass wire 
gauntlets to the elbow, a crimson spot on her tawny cheek, 
innumerable necklaces of glass beads on her neck; bizarre 
things, charms, gifts of witch-men, that hung about her, 
glittered and trembled at every step. She must have had 
the value of several elephant tusks upon her. She was 
savage and superb, wild-eyed and magnificent; there was 
something ominous and stately in her deliberate progress. 
And in the hush that had fallen suddenly upon the whole 
sorrowful land, the immense wilderness, the colossal body 
of the fecund and mysterious life seemed to look at her, 
pensive, as though it had been looking at the image of its 
own tenebrous and passionate soul. 

“She came abreast of the steamer, stood still, and faced 
us. Her long shadow fell to the water's edge. Her face 
had a tragic and fierc^ Aspect of wild sorrow and of 
dumb pain mingled with the fear of some struggling, half- 
shaped resolve. She stood looking at us without a stir, 
and like the wilderness itself, with an air of brooding 
over an inscrutable purpose. A whole minute passed, and 
then she made a step forward. There was a low jingle, 
a glint of yellow metal, a sway of fringed draperies, and 
she stopped as if her heart had failed her. The young fel- 
low by my side growled. The pilgrims murmured at my 
back. She looked at us all as if her life had depended upon 
the unswerving steadiness of her glance. Suddenly she 
opened her bared arms and threw them up rigid above 
her head, as though in an uncontrollable desire to touch 
the sky, and at the same time the swift shadows darted 
out on the earth, swept around on the river, gathering 
the steamer into a shadowy embrace. A formidable silence 
hung over the scene. 

“She turned away slowly, walked on, following the 
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bank, and passed into the bushes to the left. Once only 
her eyes gleamed back at us in the dusk of the thickets 
before she disappeared. 

If she had offered to com.e aboard I really think I 
would have tried to shoot her/ said the man of patches, 
nervously. I have been risking my life every day for 
the last fortnight to keep her out of the house. She got in 
one day^ and kicked up a row about those miserable rags 
picked up in the storeroom to mend my clothes with. 

At Ieast must have been that, for she 
taked like a fury to Kurtz for an hour, pointing at me 

now and then. I don't understand the dialect of this trite 
Luckily for me, I fancy Kurtz felt too ill that day to 

Sand ° r M W °v d been mischief - 1 don’t under- 
over now/ t0 ° mUCh f ° r me ‘ Ah ’ WeI1 ’ ifs aI? 

theSurt ^ \ h ^ rd ? UrtZ ’ S dee P voice behi «d 
e curtain . Save me !-— save the ivory, you mean. Don’t 

te l me. Save me! Why, I’ve 'had to aa4 you. You are 

interrupting my plans now. Sick! Sick! Not so sick as 

you would like to believe. Never mind. I’ll carry my 

ideas out yet— I will return. I’ll show you what can be 

done You with your little peddling notions-you axe 

interfering with me. I will return. I . / . 

I he manager came out. He did me the honor to take 
me under the arm and lead me aside. ‘He is very low 
very low, he said. He considered it necessary to sigh’ 
but neglected to be consistently sorrowful. ‘We have done 
ah we could for him— haven’t we? But there is no dis- 
gU!S ’ n f tbe ^ ct > Mr - Kurtz has done more harm than 
good to the Company. He did not see the time was not 
ripe or vigorous action. Cautiously, cautiously — that’s my 
principle. We must be cautious yet. The district is closed 

wilfsuffe/ 1 {T ,? e P lorab J e! U P° n tbe whole, the trade 
will suffer. I don t deny there is a remarkable quantity 

of ivory mostly fossil. We must save it, at all events- 
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but look how precarious the position is — and why? Be- 
cause the method is unsound/ 'Do you/ s w aid I, looking 
at the shore, 'call it "unsound method" ?’ 'Without doubt/ 
he exclaimed, hotly. 'Don’t you?’ . . . 'No method at 
all/ I murmured after a while. 'Exactly/ he exulted. 'I 
anticipated this. Shows a complete want of judgment. It 
is my duty to point it out in the proper quarter/ 'Oh/ 
said I, 'that fellow — what’s his name? — the brickmaker, 
will make a readable report for you/ He appeared con- 
founded for a moment. It seemed to me I had never 
breathed an atmosphere so vile, and I turned mentally to 
Kurtz for relief — positively for relief. 'Nevertheless I 
think Mr. Kurtz is a remarkable man/ I said with 
emphasis. He started, dropped on me a cold heavy glance, 
said very quietly, 'he was/ and turned his back on me. 
My hour of favor was over; I found myself lumped 
along with Kurtz as a partisan of methods for which the 
time was not ripe : I was unsound ! Ah ! but it was some- 
thing to have at least a phoice of nightmares. 

"I had turned to the wilderness really, not to Mr. 
Kurtz, who, I was ready to admit, was as good as buried. 
And for a moment it seemed to me as if I also were 
buried in a vast grave full of unspeakable secrets. I felt 
an intolerable weight oppressing my breast, the smell of 
the damp earth, the unseen presence of victorious cor- 
ruption, the darkness of an impenetrable night. . . . The 
Russian tapped me on the shoulder. I heard him mumbling 
and stammering something about 'brother seaman— 
couldn’t conceal — knowledge of matters that would affect 
Mr. Kurtz’s reputation.’ I waited. For him evidently Mr. 
Kurtz was not in his grave; I suspect that for him Mr. 
Kurtz was one of the immortals. 'Well !’ said I at last, 
'speak out. As it happens, I am Mr. Kurtz’s friend — in 
a way/ 

"He stated with a good deal of formality that had we 
not been 'of the same profession/ he would have kept the 
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matter to himself without regard to consequences. "He 
suspected there was an active ill will towards him on the 
part of these white men that — 5 "You are right/ I said, 
remembering a certain conversation I had overheard. "The 
manager thinks you ought to be hanged/ He showed a 
concern at this intelligence which amused me at first. T 
had better get out of the way quietly/ he said, earnestly. 
"I can do no more for Kurtz now, and they would soon 
find some excuse. What’s to stop them ? There’s a military 
post three hundred miles from here/ "Well, upon my 
word/ said I, "perhaps you had better go if you have any 
friends amongst the savages near by/ "Plenty/ he said. 
"They are simple people — and I want nothing, you know/ 
He stood biting his lip, then: "I don’t want any harm 
to happen to these whites here, but of course I was think- 
ing of Mr. Kurtz’s reputation — but you are a brother sea- 
man and — ’ "All right/ said I, after a time. ‘Mr. Kurtz’s 
reputation is safe with me/ I did not know how truly I 
spoke. * * 

""He informed me, lowering his voice, that it was Kurtz 
who had ordered the attack to be made on the steamer. 
"Pie hated sometimes the idea of being taken away — and 
then again. . . . But I don’t understand these matters. 
I am a simple man. He thought it would scare you away — 
that you would give it up, thinking him dead. I could not stop 
him. Oh, I had an awful time of it this last month/ "Very 
well/ I said. "He is all right now/ ‘Ye-e-es/ he muttered, 
not very convinced apparently. "Thanks/ said I; "I shall 
keep my eyes open.’ ‘But quiet — eh ?’ he urged, anxiously. 
"It would be awful for his reputation if anybody here — r 
I promised a complete discretion with great gravity. "I 
have a canoe and three black fellows waiting not very far. 
I am off. Could you give me a few Martini-Henry cart- 
ridges?’ I could, and did, with proper secrecy. He helped 
himself, with a wink at me, to a handful of my tobacco. 
"Between sailors — you know — good English tobacco/ At 
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the door of the pilot-house he turned round— ! I say, 
haven’t you a pair of shoes you could spare ?’ He raised 
one leg. ‘Look.’ The soles were tied with knotted strings 
sandal-wise under his bare feet. I rooted out an old pair, 
at which he looked with admiration before tucking them 
under his left arm. One of his pockets (bright red) 
was bulging with cartridges, from the other (.dark blue) 
peeped ‘Towson’s Inquiry,’ etc., etc. He seemed to think 
himself excellently well equipped for a renewed encounter 
with the wilderness. ‘Ah ! I’ll never, never meet such a 
man again. You ought to have heard him recite poetry — 
his own, too, it was, he told me. Poetry 1’ He rolled his eyes 
ap the, recollection of these delights. ‘Oh, he enlarged my 
mind! Good-by,’ said I. He shook hands and vanished in 
the night. Sometimes I ask myself whether I had ever 
leally seen him whether it was possible to meet sucii a 
phenomenon! ... 

W hen I woke up shortly after midnight his warning 
‘ came to my mind with its hint of danger that seemed, in 
the starred darkness, real enough to make me get up for 
the purpose of having a look round. On the hill a big 
fire burned, illuminating fitfully a crooked corner of the 
station-house. One of the agents with a picket of a few 
of our blacks, armed for the purpose, was keeping guard 
over the ivory; but deep within the forest, red gleams 
that wavered, that seemed to sink and rise from the ground 
amongst confused columnar shapes of intense blackness, 
showed the exact position of the camp where Mr. Kurtz’s 
adorers were keeping their uneasy vigil. The monotonous 
beating of a big drum filled the air with muffled shocks 
and a lingering vibration. A steady droning sound of 
many men chanting each to himself some weird incantation 
came out from the black, flat wall of the woods as the hum- 
ming of bees comes out of a hive, and had a strange 
narcotic effect upon my half-awake senses. I believe I 
dozed off leaning over the rail, till an abrupt burst of yells. 
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an overwhelming outbreak of a pent-up and mysterious 
frenzy, woke^me up in a bewildered wonder. It was cut 
short all at once, and the low droning went on with an 
effect of audible and soothing silence. I glanced casually 
into the little cabin. A light was burning within, but. Mr, 
Kurtz was not there. 

# I would have raised an outcry if I had be- 

lieved my eyes. But I didn’t believe them at first— the 
thing seemed so impossible. The fact is I was completely 
unnerved by a sheer blank fright, pure abstract terror, 
unconnected with any distinct shape of physical danger. 
What made this emotion so overpowering was — how shall 
I define it ? the moral shock I received, as if something 
altogether monstrous, intolerable to thought and odious 
to the soul, had been thrust upon me unexpectedly. This 
lasted of course the merest fraction of a second, and then 
the usual sense of commonplace, deadly danger, the pos- 
sibility of a sudden onslaught and massacre, or something 
of the kind, which I saw impending, was positively wel- ' 
come and composing. It pacified me, in fact, so much, that 
I did not raise an alarm. 

There was an agent buttoned up inside an ulster and 
sleeping* on a chair on deck within three feet of me. The 
yells had not awakened him ; he snored very slightly ; I 
left him to his slumbers and leaped ashore. I did not be- 
tray Mr. Kurtz it was ordered I should never betray 
him it was written I should be loyal to the nightmare of 
my choice. I was anxious to deal with this shadow by my * 
self alone, and to this day I don’t know why I was so 
jealous of sharing with any one the peculiar blackness of 
that experience. 

As soon as I got on the bank I saw a trail — a broad 
trail through the grass. I remember the exultation with 
which I said to myself, ‘He can’t walk — he is crawling on 
all- fours I’ve got him.’ The grass was wet with dew. I 
strode rapidly with clenched fists. I fancy I had some 
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vague notion of falling upon him and giving him a drub- 
bing. I don't know. I had some imbecile thoughts. The 
knitting old woman with the cat obtruded herself upon my 
memory as a most improper person to be sitting at the 
other end of such an affair. I saw a row of pilgrims squirt- 
ing lead in the air out of Winchesters held to the hip. I 
thought I would never get back to the steamer, and im- 
agined myself living alone and unarmed in the woods to 
an advanced age. Such silly things — you know. And I 
remember I confounded the beat of the drum with the 
beating of my heart, and was pleased at its calm regularity. 

“I kept to the track though — then stopped to listen. 
The night was very clear; a dark blue space, sparkling 
with dew and starlight, in which black things stood very 
still. I thought I could see a kind of motion ahead of me. 
I was strangely cocksure of everything that night. I ac- 
tually left the track and ran in a wide semicircle (I verily 
believe chuckling to myself) so as to get in front of that 
stir, of that motion I ha<^ s£en — if indeed I had seen any- 
thing. I was circumventing Kurtz as though it had been a 
boyish game. 

“I came upon him, and, if he had not heard me com- 
ing, I would have fallen over him, too, but he got up in 
time. He rose, unsteady, long, pale, indistinct, like a vapor 
exhaled by the earth, and swayed slightly, misty and silent 
before me ; while at my back the fires loomed between the 
trees, and the murmur of many voices issued from the 
forest. I had cut him off cleverly; but when actually con- 
fronting him I seemed to come to my senses, I saw the 
danger in its right proportion. It was by no means over 
yet. Suppose he began to shout? Though he could hardly 
stand, there was still plenty of vigor in his voice. 'Go 
away — hide yourself/ he said, in that profound tone. It 
was very awful. I glanced back. We were within thirty 
yards from the nearest fire. A black figure stood up, strode 
on long black legs, waving long black arms/ across the 
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glow. It had horns — antelope horns, I think — on its head. 
Some sorcerer, some witch-man, no doubt: it looked fiend- 
like enough. ‘Do you know what you are doing?’ I whis- 
peied. Perfectly,’ he answered, raising his voice for that 
single word : it sounded to me far off and yet loud, like 
a hail through a speaking-trumpet. If he makes a row we 
are lost, I .thought to myself. This clearly was not a case 
foi fisticuffs, even apart from the very natural aversion 
I had to beat that Shadow — this wandering and tormented 
thing.. \'ou will be lost,’ I said — ‘utterly lost.’ One gets 
sometimes such a flash of inspiration, you know. I did 
say the right thing, though indeed he could not have been 
moie in etrievably lost than he was at this very moment, 
when the foundations of our intimacy were being laid— 
to endure to endure — even t-o the end — even beyond. 

“ ‘I ha< 3 immense plans,’ he muttered irresolutely. ‘Yes,’ 
said I; but if you try to shout I’ll smash your head 
with — ’ There was not a stick or a stone near. ‘I will 
throttle you for good,’ I corrected myself. T was on the 
threshold of great things,’ he pleaded, in a voice of long- 
ing, with a wistfulness of tone that made my blood run 
cold. ‘And now for this stupid scoundrel—’ ‘Your success 
in Europe is assured in any case,’ I affirmed, steadily. I 
did not want to have the throttling of him, you understand 
and indeed it would have been very little- use for any 
practical purpose. I tried to break the spell— the heavy, 
mute spell of the wilderness — that seemed to draw him to 
its pitiless breast by the awakening of forgotten and brutal 
instincts, by the memory of gratified and monstrous pas- 
sions. This alone, I was convinced, had driven him out to 
the edge of the forest, to the bush, towards the gleam of 
fires, the throb of drums, the drone of weird incantations ; 
this alone had beguiled his unlawful soul beyond the 
bounds of permitted aspirations. And, don’t you see, the 
terror of the position was not in being knocked on the 
head though I had a very lively sense of that danger, 
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too — but in this, that I had to deal with a being to whom 
I could not appeal in the name of anything^ high or low. 
I had, even like the niggers, to invoke him — himself — his 
own exalted and incredible degradation. There was noth- 
ing either above or below him, and I knew it. He had 
kicked himself loose of the earth. Confound the man ! he 
had kicked the very earth to pieces. He was a [one, and I 
before him did not know whether I stood on the ground 
or floated in the air. Tve been telling you what we said — 
repeating the phrases we pronounced — but what's the 
good? They were common everyday words — the familiar, 
vague sounds exchanged on every waking day of life. But 
what of that ? They had behind them, to my mind, the ter- 
rific suggestiveness of words heard in dreams, of phrases 
spoken in nightmares. Soul! If anybody had ever strug- 
gled with a soul, I am the man. And I wasn't arguing with 
a lunatic either. Believe me or not, his intelligence was 
perfectly clear— concentrated, it is true, upon himself with 
horrible intensity, yet cle£r ; and therein was my only 
chance — barring, of course, the killing him there and then, 
which wasn't so good, on account of unavoidable noise. 
But his soul was mad. Being alone in the wilderness, it had 
looked within itself, and, by heavens! I tell you, it had 
gone mad. I had— for my sins, I suppose — to go through 
the ordeal of looking into it myself. No eloquence could 
have been so withering to one's belief in mankind as his 
final burst of sincerity. He struggled with himself, too. 
I saw it, — I heard it. I saw the inconceivable mystery of 
a soul that knew no restraint, no faith, and no fear, yet 
struggling blindly with itself. I kept my head pretty well; 
but when I had him at last stretched on the couch, I wiped 
my forehead, while my legs shook under me as though I 
| had carried half a ton on my back down that hill. And yet 

| I had only supported him, his bony arm clasped round my 

I neck — and he was not much heavier than a child. 

| “When next day we left at noon, the crowd, of whose 
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presence behind the curtain of trees I had been acutely 
conscious all .the time, flowed out of the woods again, 
filled the clearing, covered the slope with a mass of naked, 
breathing, quivering, bronze bodies. I steamed up a bit, 
then swung downstream, and two thousand eyes followed 
the evolutions of the splashing, thumping, fierce river- 
demon beating the water with its terrible tail and breathing 
black smoke into the air. In front of the first rank, along 
the river, three men, plastered with bright red earth from 
head to foot, strutted to and fro restlessly. When we came 
abreast again, they faced the river, stamped their feet, 
nodded their horned heads, swayed their scarlet bodies; 
they shook towards the fierce river-demon a bunch of black 
feathers, a mangy skin with a pendent tail — something 
that looked like a dried gourd ; they shouted periodically 
together strings of amazing words that resembled no 
sounds of human language ; and the deep murmurs of the 
crowd, interrupted suddenly, were like the responses of 
some Satanic litany. . * 

“We had carried Kurtz into the pilot-house: there was 
more air there. Lying on the couch, he stared through the 
open shutter. There was an eddy in the mass of human 
bodies, and the woman with helmeted head and tawny 
cheeks rushed out to the very brink of the stream. She put 
out her hands, shouted something, and all that wild mob 
took up the shout in a roaring chorus of articulated, rapid, 
breathless utterance, 

“ ‘Do you understand this ?’ I asked. 

“He kept on looking out past me with fiery, longing 
eyes, with a mingled expression of wistfulness and hate. 
He made no answer, but I saw a smile, a smile of in- 
definable meaning, appear on his colorless lips that a 
moment after twitched convulsively. ‘Do I not?’ he said 
slowly, gasping, as if the words had been torn out of him 
by a supernatural power. 

“I pulled the string of the whistle, and I did this be- 
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cause I saw the pilgrims on deck getting out their rifles 
with an air of anticipating a jolly lark. 4t the sudden 
screech there was a movement of abject terror through 
that wedged mass of bodies. ‘Don’t! don’t you frighten 
them away,’ cried some one on deck disconsolately. I 
pulled the string time after time. They broke and ran, they 
leaped, they crouched, they swerved, they dodged the fly- 
in g terror of the sound. The three red chaps had fallen 
flat, face down on the shore, as though they had been shot 
dead. Only the barbarous and superb woman did not so 
much as flinch, and stretched tragically her bare arms after 
us over the somber and glittering river. 

“And then that imbecile crowd down on the deck started 
their little fun, and I could see nothing more for smoke. 



“The brown current ran swiftly out of the heart of 
darkness, bearing us down towards the sea with twice the 
speed of our upward progress ; and Kurtz’s life was run- 
ning swiftly, too, ebbing* ebbing out of his heart into the 
sea of inexorable time. The manager was very placid, he 
had no vital anxieties now, he took us both in with a com- 
prehensive and satisfied glance : the ‘affair’ had come off 
as well as could be wished. I saw the time approaching 
when I would be left alone of the party of ‘unsound 
method.’ The pilgrims looked upon me with disfavor. I 
was, so to speak, numbered with the dead. It is strange 
how I accepted this unforeseen partnership, this choice of 
nightmares forced upon me in the tenebrous land invaded 
by these mean and greedy phantoms. 

“Kurtz discoursed. A voice ! a voice ! It rang deep to 
the very last. It survived his strength to hide in the mag- 
nificent folds of eloquence the barren darkness of his 
neart. Oh, he struggled ! he struggled ! The wastes of his 
Weary brain were haunted by shadowy images now — im- 
ages of wealth and fame revolving obsequiously round 
his unextinguishable gift of noble and lofty expression. 
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My Intended, my station, my career, my ideas — these were 
the subjects for the occasional utterances of elevated sen- 
timents. The shade of the original Kurtz frequented the 
bedside of the hollow sham, whose fate it was to be buried 
presently in the mold of primeval earth. But both the 
diabolic love and the unearthly hate of the mysteries it 
had penetrated fought for the possession of that soul sati- 
ated with primitive emotions, avid of lying fame, of sham 
distinction, of all the appearances of success and power. 

“Sometimes he was contemptibly childish. He desired 
to have kings meet him at railway stations on his return 
from some ghastly Nowhere, where he intended to accom- 
plish great things. ‘You show them you have in you some- 
thing that is really profitable, and then there will be no 
limits to the recognition of your ability,’ he would say. 
‘Of course you must take care of the motives— right mo- 
tives always.’ The long reaches that were like one and 
the same reach, monotonous bends that were exactly alike, 
slipped past the steamer with" tljeir multitude of secular 
trees looking patiently after this grimy fragment of an- 
other world, the forerunner of change, of conquest, of 
trade, of massacres, of blessings. I looked ahead — piloting. 
‘Close the shutter,’ said Kurtz suddenly one day; ‘I can’t 
bear to look at this.’ I did so. There was a silence. ‘Oh, 
but I will wring your heart yet !’ he cried at the invisible' 
wilderness. 

“We broke down— as I had expected— and had to lie up 
for repairs at the head of an island. This delay was the 
first thing that shook Kurtz’s confidence. One morning 
he gave me a packet of papers and a photograph— the lot 
tied together with a shoestring. ‘Keep this for me,’ he said. 
‘This noxious fool’ (meaning the manager) ‘is capable of 
prying into my boxes when I am not looking.’ In the after- 
noon I saw him. He was lying on his back with closed 
eyes, and I withdrew quietly, but I heard him mutter, 
‘Live rightly, die, die. . . .’I listened. There was nothing 
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more. Was he rehearsing some speech in his sleep, or was 
it a fragment of a phrase from some newspaper article? 
He had been writing for the papers and meant to do so 
again, Tor the furthering of my ideas. It’s a duty/ 

“His was an impenetrable darkness. I looked at him 
as vou peer down at a man who is lying at the bottom of 
a precipice where the sun never shines. But I had not much 
time to give him, because I was helping the engine-driver 
to take to pieces the leaky cylinders, to straighten a bent 
connecting-rod, and in other such matters. I lived in an 
infernal mess of rust, filings, nuts, bolts, spanners, ham- 
mers, ratchet-drills — things I abominate, because I don’t 
get on with them. I tended the little forge we fortunately 
had aboard; I toiled wearily in a wretched scrap-heap— 
unless I had the shakes too bad to stand. 

“One evening coming in with a candle I was startled 
to hear him say a little tremulously, 'I am lying here in 
the dark waiting for death.’ The light was within a foot 
of his eyes. I forced myself to murmur, ‘Oh, nonsense !’ 
and stood over him as if transfixed. 

“Anything approaching the change that came over his 
features I have never seen before, and hope never to see 
again. Oh, I wasn’t touched. I was fascinated. It was as 
though a veil had been rent. I saw on that ivory face the 
expression of somber pride, of ruthless power, of craven 
terror— of an intense and hopeless despair. Did he live 
his life again in every detail of desire, temptation, and sur- 
render during that supreme moment of complete knowl- 
edge ? He cried in a whisper at some image, at some vision 
— he cried out twice, a cry that was . no more than a 
breath — 

'"The horror! The horror!’ 

“I blew the candle out and left the cabin. The pilgrims 
were dining in the mess-room, and I took my place op- 
posite the manager, who lifted his eyes to give me a ques- 
tioning glance, which I successfully ignored. He leaned 
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back, serene, with that peculiar smile of his sealing the un- 
expressed deaths of his meanness. A continuous shower 
of small flies streamed upon the lamp, upon the cloth, upon 
our hands and faces. Suddenly the manager’s boy put his 
insolent black head in the doorway, and said in a tone of 
scathing contempt — 

“ ‘Mistah Kurtz — he dead.’ 

“All the pilgrims rushed out to see. I remained, and went 
on with my dinner. I believe I was considered brutally 
callous. However, I did not eat much. There was a lamp 
in there — light, don’t you know— and outside it was so 
beastly, beastly dark. I went no more near the remarkable 
man who had pronounced a judgment upon the adventures 
of his soul on this earth. The voice was gone. What else 
had been there? But I am of course aware that next day 
the pilgrims buried something in a muddy hole. 

“And then they very nearly buried me. 

“However, as you see, I did not go to join Kurtz there 
and then. I did not. I remained^ to dream the nightmare 
out to the end, and to show my loyalty to Kurtz once more. 
Destiny. My destiny ! Droll thing life is — that mysterious 
arrangement of merciless logic for a futile purpose. The 
most you can hope from it is some knowledge of your- 
self — that comes too late — a crop of unextinguishable 
regrets. I have wrestled with death. It is the most unex- 
citing contest you can imagine. It takes place in an im- 
palpable grayness, with nothing underfoot, with nothing 
around, without spectators, without clamor, without glory, 
without the great desire of victory, without the great fear 
of defeat, in a sickly atmosphere of tepid skepticism, 
without much belief in your own right, and still less in 
that of your adversary. If such is the form of ultimate » 
wisdom, then life is a greater riddle than some of us think 
it to be. I was within a hair’s breadth of the last oppor- 
tunity for pronouncement, and I found with humiliation 
that probably I would have nothing to say. This is the 
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reason whv I affirm that Kurtz was a remarkable . man. ■■■,■ 
He had something to say. He said it. Since I had peeped over 
the edge myself, I understand better the meaning of his 
stare, that could not see the flame of the candle, but 
was wide enough to embrace the whole universe, piercing 
enough to penetrate all the hearts that beat in the darkness. 

He had summed up- — he had judged. ‘The hprror P He 
was a remarkable man. After all, this was the expression 
of some sort of belief ; it had candor, it had conviction, 
it had a vibrating note of revolt in its whisper, it had the 
appalling face of a glimpsed truth — the strange com- 
mingling of desire and hate. And it is not my own ex- 
tremity I remember best — a vision of grayness without 
form filled with physical pain, and a careless contempt 
for the evanescence of all things — even of this pain itself. 

No! It is his extremity that I seem to have lived through. 

True, he had made that last stride, he had stepped over 
the edge, while I had been permitted to draw back my 
' hesitating foot And perjhaps in this is the whole differ- 
ence; perhaps all the wisdom, and all truth, and all sin- 
cerity, are just compressed into that inappreciable moment 
of time in which we step over the threshold of the in- 
visible. Perhaps ! I like to think my summing-up would 
not have been a word of careless contempt. Better his 
cry — much better. It was an affirmation, a moral victory 
paid for by innumerable defeats, by abominable terrors, 
by abominable satisfactions. But it was a victory ! That is 
why I have remained loyal to Kurtz to the last, and even 
beyond, when a long time after I heard once more, not 
his own choice, but the echo of his magnificent eloquence 
thrown to me from a soul as translucently pure as a cliff 
| of crystal. 

“No, they did not bury me, though there is a period 
of time which I remember mistily, with a shuddering 
wonder, like a passage through some inconceivable world 
that had no hope in it and no desire. I found myself j 
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back in the sepulchral city resenting the sight of people 
hurrying through the streets to filch a little money from 
each other, to devour their infamous cookery, to gulp 
their unwholesome beer, to dream their insignificant and 
silly dreams. They trespassed upon my thoughts. They 
were intruders whose knowledge of life was to me an 
irritating pretense, because I felt so sure they could not 
possibly know the things I knew. Their bearing, which was 
simply the bearing of commonplace individuals going 
about their business in the assurance of perfect safety, 
was offensive to me like the outrageous fiauntings of 
folly in the face of a danger it is unable to comprehend. 
I had no particular desire to enlighten them, but I had 
some difficulty in restraining myself from laughing in their 
faces, so full of stupid importance. I daresay I was not 
very well at that time. I tottered about the streets— there 
were various affairs to settle— grinning bitterly at per- 
fectly respectable persons. I admit my behavior was in- 
excusable, but then my temperature was seldom normal in 
these days. My dear aunt’s endeavors to ‘nurse up my 
strength’ seemed altogether beside the mark. It was not 
my strength that wanted nursing, it was my imagination 
that wanted soothing. I kept the bundle of papers given 
me by Kurtz, not knowing exactly what to do with it. 
His mother had died lately, watched over, as I was told, 
by his Intended. A clean-shaved man, with an official 
manner and wearing gold-rimmed spectacles, called on me 
one day and made inquiries, at first circuitous, afterwards 
suavely pressing, about what he was pleased to denomi- 
nate certain ‘documents.’ I was not surprised, because I 
had had two rows with the manager on the subject out 
there. I had refused to give up the smallest scrap out of 
that package, and I took the same attitude with the spec- 
tacled man. He became darkly menacing at last, and with 
much heat argued that the Company had the right to 
every bit of information about its ‘territories.’ And said 
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he, ‘Mr. Kurtz's knowledge of unexplored regions must 
have been necessarily extensive and peculiar— owing to his 
great abilities and to the deplorable circumstances in which 
he had been placed: therefore— I assured him Mr. 
Kurtz's knowledge, however extensive, did not bear upon 
the problems of commerce or administration. He invoked 
then the name of science. It would be an incalculable 
loss if/ etc., etc. I offered him the report on the "Supres- 
sion of Savage Customs/ with the postscriptum torn off. 
He took it up eagerly, but ended by sniffing at it with 
an air of contempt. This is not what we had a right to 
expect/ he remarked. "Expect nothing else/ I said. There 
are only private letters/ He withdrew upon some threat 
of legal proceedings, and I saw him no more ; but another 
fellow, calling himself Kurtz’s cousin, appeared two days 
later, and was anxious to hear all the details about his dear 
relative’s last moments. Incidentally he gave me to under- 
stand that Kurtz had been essentially a great musician. 
There was the making of an immense success/ said the 
man, who was an organist, I believe, with lank gray hair 
flowing over a greasy coat-collar. I had no reason to doubt 
his statement; and to this day I am unable to say what 
was Kurtz’s profession, whether he ever had any — which 
was the greatest of his talents. I had taken him for a 
painter who wrote for the papers, or else for a journalist 
who could paint — but even the cousin (who took snuff 
during the interview) could not tell me what he had been— 
exactly. He was a universal genius — on that point I 
agreed with the old chap, who thereupon blew his nose 
noisily into a large cotton handkerchief and withdrew in 
senile agitation, bearing off some family letters and memo- 
randa without importance. Ultimately a journalist anxious 
to know something of the fate of his "dear colleague’ 
turned up. This visitor informed me Kurtz’s proper sphere 
ought to have been politics "on the popular side/ He had 
furry straight eyebrows, bristly hair cropped short, an 
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eye-glass on a broad ribbon, and, becoming expansive, 
confessed his opinion that Kurtz really couldn't write a 
bit — 'but heavens ! how that man could talk. He electrified 
large meetings. He had faith — don't you see ? — he had 
the faith. He could get himself to believe anything — any- 
thing. He would have been a splendid leader of an 
extreme party.' 'What party ?' I asked. 'Any party,’ an- 
swered the other. 'He was an — an — extremist.' Did I not 
think so? I assented. Did I know, he asked, with a sudden 
flash of curiosity, 'what it was that had induced him to 
go out there?' 'Yes,' said I, and forthwith handed him 
the famous Report for publication, if he thought fit. He 
glanced through it hurriedly, mumbling all the time, judged 
'it would do,' and took himself off with this plunder. 

“Thus I was left at last with a slim packet of letters 
and the girl's portrait. She struck me as beautiful — I mean 
she had a beautiful expression. I know that the sunlight 
can be made to lie, too, yet one felt that no manipulation 
of light and pose could have conveyed the delicate shade 
of truthfulness upon those features. She seemed ready 
to listen without mental reservation, without suspicion, 
without a thought for herself. I concluded I would go 
and give her back her portrait and those letters myself. 
Curiosity? Yes; and also some other feeling perhaps. All 
that had been Kurtz's had passed out of my hands: his 
soul, his body, his station, his plans, his ivory, his career. 
There remained only his memory and his Intended — and I 
wanted to give that up, too, to the past, in a way — to 
surrender personally all that remained of him with me 
to that oblivion which is the last word of our common 
fate. I don't defend myself. I had no clear perception 
of what it was I really wanted. Perhaps it was an impulse 
of unconscious loyalty, or the fulfillment of one of those 
ironic necessities that lurk in the facts of human existence. 
I don't know. I can't tell. But I went. 

“I thought his memory was like the other memories 
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of the dead that accumulate in every man's life — a vague 
impress on the brain of shadows that had fallen on it 
in their swift and final passage; but before the high and 
ponderous door, between the tall houses of a street as 
still and decorous as a well-kept alley in a cemetery, I had 
a vision of him on the stretcher, opening his mouth vora- 
ciously, as if to devour all the earth with all its mankind. 
He lived then before me; he lived as much as he had 
ever lived — a shadow insatiable of splendid appearances, 
of frightful realities ; a shadow darker than the shadow 
of the night, and draped nobly in the folds of a gorgeous 
eloquence. Tke vision seemed to enter the house with me 
— -the stretcher, the phantom-bearers, the wild crowd of 
obedient worshipers, the gloom of the forests, the glitter 
of the reach between the murky bends, the beat of the 
drum, regular and muffled like the beating of a heart— the 
heart of a conquering darkness. It was a moment of 
triumph for the wilderness, an invading and vengeful rush 
which, it seemed to me, I would have to keep back alone 
for the salvation of another soul. And the memory of 
what I had heard him say afar there, with the horned 
shapes stirring at my back, in the glow of fires, within 
the patient woods, those broken phrases came back to me, 
were heard again in their ominous and terrifying sim- 
plicity. I remembered his abject pleading, his abject threats, 
the colossal scale of his vile desires, the meanness, the 
torment, the tempestuous anguish of his soul. And later 
on I seemed to see his collected languid manner, when he 
said one day, "This lot of ivory now is really mine. The 
Company did not pay for it. I collected it myself at a 
very great personal risk. I am afraid they will try to 
claim it as theirs though. H’m. It is a difficult case. What 
do you think I ought to do— resist ? Eh ? I want no more 
than justice.' , . . He wanted no more than justice — no 
more than justice. I rang the bell before a mahogany door 
on the first floor, and while I waited he seemed to stare 
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at me out of the glassy panel — stare with that wide and 
immense stare embracing, condemning, loathing all the 
universe. I seemed to hear the whispered cry, 'The horror ! 
The horror ! 5 

“The dusk was falling. I had to wait in a lofty drawing- 
room with three long windows from floor to ceiling that 
were like three luminous and bedraped columns. The bent 
gilt legs and backs of the furniture shone in indistinct 
curves. The tall marble fireplace had a cold and monu- 
mental whiteness. A grand piano stood massively in a 
corner ; with dark gleams on the flat surfaces like a somber 
and polished sarcophagus. A high door opened — closed. 
I rose. 

“She came forward, all in black, with a pale head, 
floating towards me in the dusk. She was in mourning. 
It was more than a year since his death, more than a 
year since the news came ; she seemed as though she would 
remember and mourn forever. She took both my hands in 
hers and murmured, T had heard you were coming . 5 I 
noticed she was not very young— I mean not girlish. She 
had a mature capacity for fidelity, for belief, for suffering. 
The room seemed to have grown darker, as if all the sad 
light of the cloudy evening had taken refuge on her fore- 
head. This fair hair, this pale visage, this pure brow, 
seemed surrounded by an ashy halo from which the dark 
eyes looked out at me. Their glance was guileless, pro- 
found, confident, and trustful. She carried her sorrowful 
head as though she were proud of that sorrow, as though 
she would say, I — I alone know how to mourn him as he 
deserves. But while we were still shaking hands, such a 
look of awful desolation came upon her face that I per- 
ceived she was one of those creatures that are not the 
playthings of Time. For her he had died only yesterday. 
And, by Jove! the impression was so powerful, that for 
me, too, he seemed to have died only yesterday — nay, this 
very minute. I saw her and him in the same instant of 
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time — his death and her sorrow — I saw her sorrow in the 
very moment of his death. Do you understand ? I saw them 
together — I heard them together. She haci said, with a 
deep catch of the breath, 'I have survived’ while my 
strained ears seemed to hear distinctly, mingled with her 
tone of despairing regret, the summing up whisper of his 
eternal condemnation. I asked myself what I was doing 
there, with a sensation of panic in my heart as though 
I had blundered into a place of cruel and absurd mys- 
teries not fit for a human being to behold. She motioned 
me to a chair. W e sat down. I laid the packet gently on the 
little table, and she put her hand over it. . . . 'You knew 
him well/ she murmured, after a moment of mourning 
silence. 

“ 'Intimacy grows quickly out there/ I said. 'I knew 
him as well as it is possible for one man to know another/ 

“'And you admired him/ she said. 'It was impossible 
to know him and not to admire him. Was it?’ 

* “ "He was a remarkable man/ I said, unsteadily. Then 

before the appealing fixity of her gaze, that seemed to 
watch for more words on my lips, I went on, 'It was 
impossible not to — ’ 

“ 'Love him/ she finished eagerly, silencing me into an 
appalled dumbness. ‘How true! how true! But when you 
think that no one knew him so well as I ! I had all his 
noble confidence. I knew him best/ 

""You knew him best/ I repeated. And perhaps she did. 
But with every word spoken the room was growing 
darker, and only her forehead, smooth and white, remained 
; illumined by the unextinguishable light of belief and love. 

“ "You were his friend/ she went on. 'His friend/ she 
repeated, a little louder. 'You must have been, if he had 
[; given you this, and sent you to me. I feel I can speak to 
you — and oh ! I must speak. I want you — you have heard 
his last words — to know I have been worthy of him. . . , 
It is not pride. ... Yes! I am proud to know I under- 
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stood him better than any one on earth — he told me so 
himself. And since his mother died I have had no one — 
no one — to — to — ' 

“l listened. The darkness deepened. I was not even sure 
he had given me the right bundle. I rather suspect he 
wanted me to take care of another batch of his papers 
which, after Jhis death, I saw the manager examining under 
the lamp. And the girl talked, easing her pain in the 
certitude of my sympathy ; she talked as thirsty men drink, 
I had heard that her engagement with Kurtz had been 
disapproved by her people. He wasn't rich enough or some- 
thing. And indeed I don't know whether he had not been 
a pauper all his life. He had given me some reason to infer 
that it was his impatience of comparative poverty that 
drove him out there. 

“ . . Who was not his friend who had heard him 

speak once?' she was saying. ‘He drew men towards him 
by what was best in them/ She looked at me with in- 
tensity. ‘It is the gift of the grgat/ she went on, and 
the sound of her low voice seemed to have the accom- 
paniment of all the other sounds, full of mystery, desola- 
tion, and sorrow, I had ever heard — the ripple of the river, 
the soughing of the trees swayed by the wind, the murmurs 
of the crowds, the faint ring of incomprehensible words 
cried from afar, the whisper of a voice speaking from 
beyond the threshold of an eternal darkness. ‘But you have 
heard him ! You know !- she cried. 

“‘Yes, I know/ I said with something like despair in 
my heart, but bowing my head before the faith that was 
in her, before that great and saving illusion that shone with 
an unearthly glow in the darkness, in the triumphant dark- 
ness from which I could not have defended her — from 
which I could not even defend myself. 

“ ‘What a loss to me — to us P — she corrected herself 
with beautiful generosity; then added in a murmur, ‘Ter 
the world/ By the last gleams of twilight I could see the 
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glitter of her eyes, full of tears— of tears that would not 

fall. 

"" "I have been very happy — very fortunate — very proud/ 
she went on. Too fortunate. Too happy for a little while. 
And now I am unhappy for — for life/ 

“She stood up; her fair hair seemed to catch all the 
remaining light in a glimmer of gold. I rose, foo. 

"" "And of all this/ she went on, mournfully, "of all 
his promise, and of all his greatness, of his generous 
mind, of his noble heart, nothing remains — nothing but a 
memory. You and I — ’ 

“ 'We shall always remember him/ I said, hastily. 

“"No!’ she cried. Tt is impossible that all this should 
be lost — that such a life should be sacrificed to leave 
nothing — but sorrow. You know what vast plans he had. 
I knew of them, too — I could not perhaps understand — 
but others knew of them. Something must remain. His 
words, at least, have not died/ 

“ "His words will remain/ I said. 

"""And his example/ she whispered to herself. "Men 
looked up to him — his goodness shone in every act. His 
example — ’ 

"""True/ I said; "his example, too. Yes, his example. 

I forgot that/ 

“ 'But I do not. I cannot — I cannot believe — not yet. 

I cannot believe that I shall never see him again, that 
nobody will see him again, never, never, never/ 

""She put out her arms as if after a retreating figure, 
stretching them black and with clasped pale hands across 
the fading and narrow sheen of the window. Never see 
him ! I saw him clearly enough then. I shall see this 
eloquent phantom as long as I live, and I shall see her, 
too, a tragic and familiar Shade, resembling in this ges- 
ture another one, tragic also, and bedecked with powerless 
charms, stretching bare brown arms over the glitter of 
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the infernal stream, the stream of darkness. She said 
suddenly very low, 'He died as he lived/ 

" 'His end/ said I, with dull anger stirring in me, 
'was in every way worthy of his life.” 

" 'And I was not with him/ she murmured. My anger 
subsided before a feeling of infinite pity. 

" 'Everything that could be done — ' I mumbled. 

" 'Ah, but I believed in him more than any one on earth 
— more than his own mother, more than — himself. He 
needed me ! Me ! I would have treasured every sigh, every 
word, every sign, every glance/ 

"I felt like a chill grip on my chest. 'Don't/ I said, in 
a muffled voice. 

" 'Forgive me. I — I — have mourned so long in silence 
— in silence. ... You were with him — to the last? I think 
of his loneliness. Nobody near to understand him as I 
would have understood. Perhaps no one to hear. . . / 
"'To the very end/' I said, shakily. T heard his very 
last words. . . / I stopped in a Jcright. 

" 'Repeat them/ she murmured in a heart-broken tone. 
T want — I want — something — something — to — live with/ 
"I was on the point of crying at her, 'Don't you hear 
them?' The dusk was repeating them in a persistent 
whisper all around us, in a whisper that seemed to swell 
menacingly like the first whisper of a rising wind. 'The 
horror! The horror!' 

" 'His last word — to live with/ she insisted. 'Don't 
you understand I loved him — I loved him — I loved him !' 
"I pulled myself together and spoke slowly. 

" 'The last word he pronounced was — your name/ 

"I heard a light sigh and then my heart stood still, 
stopped dead short by an exulting and terrible cry, by the 
cry of inconceivable triumph and of unspeakable pain. 
'I knew it — I was sure!' ... She knew. She was sure. 
I heard her weeping; she had hidden her face in her 
hands. It seemed to me that the house would collapse 
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before I could escape, that the heavens would fall upon 
my head. But nothing happened. The heavens do not fall 
for such a trifle. Would they have fallen, I wonder, if 
I had rendered Kurtz that justice which was his due? 
Hadn't he said he wanted only justice? But I couldn’t. I 
could not tell her. It would have been too dark — too dark 
altogether. ...” r 

Marlow ceased, and sat apart, indistinct and silent, in 
the pose of a meditating Buddha. Nobody moved for a 
time. “We have lost the first of the ebb,” said the Director, 
suddenly. I raised my head. The offing was barred by a 
black bank of clouds, and the tranquil waterway leading 
to the uttermost ends of the earth flowed somber under 
an overcast sky — seemed to lead into the heart of an 
immense darkness. 
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It was a frightfully hoi day. We’d jammed an abso- 
lutely perfect barricade across the bridge . It was simply 
priceless . A big old wr ought-iron grating from the front 
of a house. Too heavy to lift and you could shoot through 
it and they would have to climb over it. It was absolutely 
topping. They tried to get over it , and we potted them 
from forty yards. They rushed it , and officers came out 
alone and worked on it. It was an absolutely perfect 
obstacle. Their officers were very fine. We were fright- 
fully put out when we heard the flank had gone, and we 
had to fall back. 

4 

The rain stopped as Nick turned into the road that 
went up through the orchard. The fruit had been picked 
and the fall wind blew through the bare trees. Nick 
stopped and picked up a Wagner apple from beside the 
road, shiny in the brown grass from the rain. He put 
the apple in the pocket of his Mackinaw coat. 

The road came out of the orchard on to .the top of the 
hill. There was the cottage, the porch bare, smoke coming 
from the chimney. In back was the garage, the chicken 
coop and the second-growth timber like a hedge against 
the woods behind. The big trees swayed far over in the 
wind as he watched. It was the first of the autumn storms. 

As Nick crossed the open field above the orchard the 
door of the cottage opened and Bill came out. He stood 
on the porch looking out. 

“Well, Wemedge,” he said. 

“Hey, Bill,” Nick said, coming up the steps. 
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They stood together looking out across the country, down 
over the orchard, beyond the road, across the lower fields 
and the woods of the point to the lake. The wind was 
blowing straight down the lake. They could see the surf 
along Ten Mile Point. 

“She’s blowing,” Nick said. 

“She’ll blow like that for three. days,” Bill ^aid. 

“Is your dad in?” Nick asked. 

“No. He’s out with the gun. Come on in.” 

Nick went inside the cottage. There was a big fire in 
the fireplace. The wind made it roar. Bill shut the door. 

“Have a drink?” he said. 

He went out to the kitchen and came back with two 
glasses and a pitcher of water. Nick reached the whisky 
bottle from the shelf above the fireplace. 

“All right?” he said. 

“Good,” said Bill. 

They sat in front of the fire and drank the Irish 
whisky and water. # 

“It’s got a swell, smoky taste,” Nick said, and looked 
at the fire through the glass. 

“That’s the peat,” Bill said. 

“You can’t get peat into liquor,” Nick said. 

“That doesn’t make any difference,” Bill said. 

“You ever seen any peat?” Nick said. 

“No ” said Bill. 

“Neither have I,” Nick said. 

His shoes, stretched out on the hearth, began to steam 
in front of the fire. 

“Better take your shoes off,” Bill said. 

“I haven’t got any socks on.” 

“Take them off and dry them and I’ll get you some,” 
Bill said. He went upstairs into the loft and Nick heard 
him walking about overhead. Upstairs was open under 
the roof and was where Bill and his father and he, 
Nick, sometimes slept. In back was a dressing room. They 
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moved the cots back out of the rain and covered them 
with rubber blankets. 

Bill came down with a pair of heavy wool socks. 

“It’s getting too late to go around without socks/’ he 
said. 

“I hate to start them again,” Nick said. He pulled the 
socks on and slumped back in the chair, putting his feet 
up on the screen in front of the fire. 

“You’ll dent in the screen,” Bill said. Nick swung his 
feet over to the side of the fireplace. 

“Got anything to read?” he asked. 

“'Only the paper.” 

“What did the Cards do?” 

“Dropped a double header to the Giants.” 

“That ought to cinch it for them.” 

“It’s a gift,” Bill said. “As long as McGraw can buy 
every good ball player in the league there’s nothing to it.” 

“He can’t buy them all,” Nick said. 

“He buys all the ones he wants,” Bill said. “Or he 
makes them discontented so they have to trade them to 
him.” 

“Like Heinie Zim,” Nick agreed. 

“That bonehead will do him a lot of ' ;ood.” 

Bill stood up. 

“He can hit,” Nick offered. The heat from the fire was 
baking his legs. 

“He’s a sweet fielder, too,” Bill said. “But he loses 
ball games.” 

“Maybe that’s what McGraw wants him for,” Nick 
suggested. 

“Maybe,” Bill agreed. 

“There’s always more to it than we know about,” Nick 
said. 

“Of course. But we’ve got pretty good dope for being 
so far away.” 
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"'Like how much better you can pick them if you don't 
see the horses/' c 

“That's it." 

Bill reached down the whisky bottle. His big hand went 
all the way around it. He poured the whisky into the 
glass Nick held out. 

“How much water ?" * 

“Just the same." 

He sat down on the floor beside Nick’s chair. 

“It's good when the fall storms come, isn't it?" Nick 
said. 

“It’s swell." 

“It's the best time of year," Nick said. 

“W ouldn't it be hell to be in town ?" Bill said. 

“I'd like to see the World Series," Nick said. 

“Well, they're always in New York or Philadelphia 
now," Bill said. “That doesn't do us any good." 

“I wonder if the Cards will ever win a pennant?" 

“Not in our lifetime^" Bill said. 

“Gee, they’d go crazy," Nick said. 

“Do you remember when they got going that once 
before they had the train wreck?" 

“Boy!" Nick said, remembering. 

Bill reached over to the table under the window for 
the book that lay there, face down, where he had put it 
when he went to the door. He held his glass in one hand 
and the book in the other, leaning back against Nick’s 
chair. 

“What are you reading?" 

“‘Richard Feverel.'" 

“I couldn't get into it." 

“It's all right," Bill said. “It ain’t a bad book, Wemedge." 

“What else have you got I haven't read?" Nick asked. 

“Did you read the ‘Forest Lovers'?" 

“Yup. That's the one where they go to bed every night 
with the naked sword between them." 
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“That's a good book, Wemedge.” 

* “It's a swefi book. What I couldn’t ever understand 

was what good the sword would do. It would have to 
stay edge up all the time because if it went over fiat you 
could roll right over it and it wouldn’t make any trouble.” 

“It’s a symbol,” Bill said. 

“Sure,” s^id Nick, “but it isn’t practical.” 

“'Did you ever read 'Fortitude ?’ ” 

“It’s fine,” Nick said. “That’s a real book. That’s where 
his old man is after him all the time. Have you got any 
more by Walpole?” 

“ 'The Dark Forest,’ ” Bill said. “It’s about Russia.” 

“What does he know about Russia?” Nick asked. 

“I don’t know. You can’t ever tell about those guys. 
Maybe he was there when he was a boy. He’s got a lot 
of dope on it.” 

“I’d like to meet him,” Nick said. 

“I’d like to meet Chesterton,” Bill said. 

“I wish he was here now,” Nic^: said. “We’d take him 
fishing to the ’Voix to-morrow.” 

“I wonder if he’d like to go fishing,” Bill said. 

“Sure,” said Nick. “He must be about the best guy 
| there is. Do you remember the 'Flying Inn’?” 

“ 7/ an angel out of heaven 

Gives you something else to drink , 

Thank him for his kind intentions ; 

Go and pour them down the sink.’ ” 

“That’s right,” said Nick. “I guess he’s a better guy 
' than Walpole.” 

> “Oh, he’s a better guy, all right,” Bill said. 

I “But Walpole’s a better writer.” 

I “I don’t know,” Nick said. “Chesterton’s a classic.” 

p “Walpole’s a classic, too,” Bill insisted. 

“I wish we had them both here,” Nick said. “We’d 
take them both fishing to the ’Voix to-morrow.” 


, l8 GREAT MODERN SHORT STORIES 

“Let’s get drunk,” Bill said. 

“AH right,” Nick agreed. 

“My old man won’t care,” Bill said. 

“Are you sure?” said Nick. 

“I know it,” Bill said. 

“I’m a little drunk now,” Nick said. 

“You aren’t drunk,” Bill said. 

He got up from the floor and reached for the whisky 
bottle. Nick held out his glass. His eyes fixed on it while 
Bill poured. 

Bill poured the glass half full of whisky. 

“Put in your own water,” he said. “There’s just one 

more shot.” 

“Got any more?” Nick asked. 

“There’s plenty more but dad only likes me to drink 
what’s open.” 

“Sure,” said Nick. 

“He says opening bottles is what makes drunkards,’ 
Bill explained. 9 

“That’s right,” said Nick. He was impressed. He had 
never thought of that before. He had always thought it 
was solitary drinking that made drunkards. 

“How is your dad?” he asked respectfully. 

“He’s all right,” Bill said. “He gets a little wild some- 
times.” 

“He’s a swell guy,” Nick said. He poured water into 
his glass out of the pitcher. It mixed slowly with the 
whisky. There was more whisky than water. 

“You bet your life he is,” Bill said. 

“My old man’s all right,” Nick said. 

“You’re damn right he is,” said Bill. 

“He claims he’s never taken a drink in his life,’ Nick 
said, as though announcing a scientific fact. 

“Well, he’s a doctor. My old man’s a painter. That’s 
different.” 

“He’s missed a lot,” Nick said sadly. 
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“You can’t tell,” Bill said. “Everything’s got its com- 
pensations.” 

“He says he’s missed a lot himself,” Nick confessed. 

“Well, dad’s had a tough time,” Bill said. 

“It all evens up,” Nick said. 

They sat looking into the fire and thinking of this 
profound truth. 

“I’ll get a chunk from the back porch,” Nick said. 
He had noticed while looking into the fire that the fire 
was dying down. Also he wished to show he could hold 
his liquor and be practical. Even if his father had never 
touched a drop Bill was not going to get him drunk before 
he himself was drunk. 

“Bring one of the big beech chunks,” Bill said. He 
was also being consciously practical. 

Nick came in with the log through the kitchen and in 
passing knocked a pan off the kitchen table. He laid the 
log down and picked up the pan. It had contained (Jried 
apricots, soaking in water. He carefully picked up all 
the apricots off the floor, some of them had gone under 
the stove, and put them back in the pan. He dipped some 
more water onto them from the pail by the table. He felt 
quite proud of himself. He had been thoroughly practical. 

He came in carrying the log and Bill got up from the 
chair and helped him put it on the fire. 

“That’s a swell log,” Nick said. 

“I’d been saving it for the bad weather” Bill said. 
“A log like that will burn all night.” 

“There’ll be coals left to start the fire in the morning,” 
Nick said. 

“That’s right,” Bill agreed. They were conducting the 
conversation on a high plane. 

“Let’s have another drink,” Nick said. 

“I think there’s another bottle open in the locker,” Bill 
said. 
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He kneeled down in the corner in front of the locker 
and brought out a square- faced bottle, 

“It's Scotch,” he said. 

‘Til get some more water,” Nick said. He went out 
into the kitchen again. He filled the pitcher with the 
dipper with cold spring water from the pail. On his way- 
back to the living room he passed a mirror in the dining 
room and looked in it. His face looked strange. He 
smiled at the face in the mirror and it grinned back at 
him. He winked at it and went on. It was not his face 
but it didn’t make any difference. 

Bill had poured out the drinks. 

“That’s an awfully big shot,” Nick said. 

“Not for us, Wemedge,” Bill said. 

“What’ll we drink to?” Nick asked, holding up the 
glass. 

“Let’s drink to fishing,” Bill said. 

“All right,” Nick said. “Gentlemen, I give you fishing.” 

“All fishing,” Bill said. “Everywhere.” 

“Fishing,” Nick saicf. “That’s what we drink to.” 

“It’s better than baseball,” Bill said. 

“There isn’t any comparison,” said Nick. “How did 
we ever get talking about baseball?” 

“It was a mistake,” Bill said. “Baseball is a game for 
louts.” 

They drank all that was in their glasses. 

“Now let’s drink to Chesterton.” 

“And Walpole,” Nick interposed. 

Nick poured out the liquor. Bill poured in the water. 
They looked at each other. They felt very fine. 

“Gentlemen,” Bill said, “I give you Chesterton and 
Walpole,” 

“Exactly, gentlemen,” Nick said. 

They drank. Bill filled up the glasses. They sat down 
in the big chairs in front of the fire. 

“You were very wise, Wemedge,” Bill said. 
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“What do you mean ?” asked Nick. 

“To bust off # that Marge business/' Bill said. 

“I guess so/' said Wemedge. 

“It was the only thing to do. If you hadn’t, by now 
you’d be back home working trying to get enough money 
to get married.” 

Nick said, nothing. 

“Once a man’s married he’s absolutely bitched,” Bill 
went on. “He hasn’t got anything more. Nothing. Not 
a damn thing. He’s done for. You’ve seen the guys that 
get married.” 

Nick said nothing. 

“You can tell them,” Bill said. “They get this sort of 
fat married look. They’re done for.” 

“Sure,” said Nick. 

“It was probably bad busting it off,” Bill said. “But 
you always fall for somebody else and then it’s all right. 
Fall for them but don’t let them ruin you.” 

“Yes,” said Nick. # 

“If you’d have married her you would have had to 
marry the whole family. Remember her mother and that 
guy she married. The fat one?” 

Nick nodded. 

“Imagine having them around the house all the time 
and going to Sunday dinners at their house, and having 
them over to dinner and her telling Marge all the time 
what to do and how to act.” 

Nick sat quiet. 

“You came out of it damned well,” Bill said. “Now 
she can marry somebody of her own sort and settle down 
and be happy. You can’t mix oil and water and you can’t 
mix that sort of thing any more than if I’d marry Ida 
that works for Strattons. She’d probably like it, too.” 

Nick said nothing. The liquor had all died out of him 
and left him alone. Bill wasn’t there. He wasn’t sitting 
in front of the fire or going fishing to-morrow with Bill 
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and his dad or anything. He wasn’t drunk. It was all gone. 

All he knew was that he had once had Marjorie and 

that he had lost her. She was gone and fee had sent her 

away. That was all that mattered. He might never see 

her "again. Probably he never would. It was all gone, 

finished. 

“Let’s have another drink,” Nick said. # 

Bill poured it out. Nick splashed in a little water. 

“If you’d gone on that way we wouldn’t be here now,” 
Bill said. 

That was true. His original plan had been to go down 
home and get a job. Then he had planned to stay in 
Charlevoix all winter so he could be near Marge. Now 
he did not know what he was going to do. 

“Probably we wouldn’t even be going fishing to-mor- 
row,” Bill said. “You had the right dope, all right.” 

“I couldn’t help it,” Nick said. 

“I know. That’s the way it works out,” Bill said. 

“All of a sudden everything was over,” Nick said. 
“I don’t know why it was. I couldn’t help it. Just like when 
the three-day blows come now and rip all the leaves off 
the trees.” 

“Well, it’s over. That’s the point,” Bill said. 

“It was my fault,” Nick said. 

“It doesn’t make any difference whose fault it was,” 
Bill said. 

“No, I suppose not,” Nick said. 

The big thing was that Marjorie was gone and that 
probably he would never see her again. He had talked 
to her about how they would go to Italy together and the 
fun they would have. Places they would be together. It 
was all gone now. Something gone out of him. 

“So long as it’s over that’s all that matters,” Bill said. 
“I tell you, Wemedge, I was worried while it was going 
on. You played it right. I understand her mother is sore 
as hell. She told a lot of people you were engaged.” 
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“We weren’t engaged,” Nick said. 

“It was all around that you were.” 

“I can’t help it,” Nick said. “We weren’t.” 

“Weren’t you going to get married ?” Bill asked. 

“Yes. But we weren’t engaged,” Nick said. 

“What’s the difference?” Bill asked judicially. 

‘‘I don’t know. There’s a difference.” 

“I don’t see it,” said Bill. 

“All right,” said Nick. “Let’s get drunk.” 

“All right,” Bill said. “Let’s get really drunk.” 

Let s get drunk and then go swimming,” Nick said. 

He drank off his glass. 

“I’m sorry as hell about her but what could I do?” 
he said. “You know what her mother was like!” 

“She was terrible,” Bill said. 

All of a sudden it was over,” Nick said. “I oughtn’t 
to talk about it.” 

\ ou aren t, Bill said. “I talked about it and now I’m 
through. We won’t ever speak abeut it again. You don’t 
want to think about it. You might get back into it again.” 

Nick had not thought about that. It had seemed so abso- 
lute. That was a thought. That made him feel better. 

“Sure,” he said. “There’s always that danger.” 

He felt happy now. There was not anything that was 
irrevocable. He might go into town Saturday night. To-day 
was Thursday. 

“There’s always a chance,” he said. 

“You’ll have to watch yourself,” Bill said. 

“I’ll watch myself,” he said. 

He felt happy. Nothing was finished. Nothing was ever 
lost. He would go into town on Saturday. He felt lighter, 
as he had felt before Bill started to talk abput it. There 
was always a way out. 

“Let’s take the guns and go down to the point and look 
for your dad,” Nick said. 

“All right.” 
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Bill took down the two shotguns from the rack on the 
wall. He opened a box of shells. Nick put o;n his Mackinaw 
coat and his shoes. His shoes were stiff from the drying. 
He was still quite drunk but his head was clear. 

“How do you feel?” Nick asked. 

“Swell. I ? ve just got a good edge on.” Bill was but- 
toning up his sweater. 

“There’s no use getting drunk.” 

“No. We ought to get outdoors.” 

They stepped out the door. The wind was blowing a 
gale. 

“The birds will lie right down in the grass with this,” 
Nick said. 

They struck down towards the orchard. 

“I saw a woodcock this morning,” Bill said. 

“Maybe we’ll jump him,” Nick said. 

“You can’t shoot in this wind,” Bill said. 

Outside now the Marge business was no longer so 
tragic. It was not ev^i very important. The wind blew 
everything like that away. 

“It’s coming right off the big lake,” Nick said. 

Against the wind they heard the thud of a shotgun. 

“That’s dad,” Bill said. “He’s down in the swamp.” 

“Let’s cut down that way,” Nick said. 

“Let’s cut across the lower meadow and see if we jump 
anything,” Bill said. 

“All right,” Nick said. 

None of it was important now. The wind blew it out 
of his head. Still he could always go into town Saturday 
night. It was a good thing to have in reserve. 


THE APPLE-TREE 


JOHN GALSWORTHY 



THE APPLE-TREE 


“TJhe Apple-tree, the singing, and the gold.” 

— Murray’s Hippolytus of Euripides « 

On their silver-wedding day Ashurst and his wife 
were motoring along the outskirts of the moor, intending 
to crown the festival by stopping the night at Torquay, 
where they had first met. This was the idea of Stella 
Ashurst, whose character contained a streak of sentiment. 
If she had long lost the blue-eyed, flower-like charm, the 
cool slim purity of face and form, the apple-blossom 
coloring, which had so swiftly and so oddly affected 
Ashurst twenty-six years ago, she was still at forty-three 
a comely and faithful companion, whose cheeks were 
faintly mottled, and whose gray-ffiue eyes had acquired a 
certain fullness. 

It was she who had stopped the car where the common 
rose steeply to the left, and a narrow strip of larch and 
beech, with here and there a pine, stretched out towards the 
valley between the road and the first long high hill of the 
full moor. She was looking for a place where they might 
lunch, for Ashurst never looked for anything; and this, 
between the golden furze and the feathery green larches 
smelling of lemons in the last sun of April — this, with a 
view into the deep valley and up to the long moor heights, 
seemed fitting to the decisive nature of one who sketched 
in water-colors, and loved romantic spots. Grasping her 
paint box, she got out. 

“Won’t this do, Frank?” 

Ashurst, rather like a bearded Schiller, gray in the 
wings, tall, long-legged, with large remote gray eyes which 
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sometimes filled with meaning and became almost beauti- 
ful, with nose a little to one side, and bearded lips just 
open— Ashurst, forty-eight, and silent, grasped the lunch- 
eon basket, and got out too. 

“Oh! Look, Frank! A grave!” 

By the side of the road, where the track from the top 
of the common crossed it at right angles and ran through 
a gate past the narrow wood, was a thin mound of turf, 
six feet by one, with a moorstone to the west, and, on it 
some one had thrown a blackthorn spray and a handful of 
bluebells. Ashurst looked, and the poet in him moved. At 
cross-roads — a suicide’s grave! Poor mortals with their 
superstitions ! Whoever lay there, though, had the best of 
it, no clammy sepulcher among other hideous graves 
carved with futilities — just a rough stone, the wide sky, 
and wayside blessings ! And, without comment, for he had 
learned not to be a philosopher in the bosom of his family, 
he strode away up on to the common, dropped the lunch- 
eon basket under a wall, spread a rug for his wife to sit 
on— she would turn up from her sketching when she was 
hungry — and took from his pocket Murray’s translation 
of the “Hippolytus.” He had soon finished reading of 
“The Cyprian” and her revenge, and looked at the sky 
instead. And watching the white clouds so bright against 
the intense blue, Ashurst, on his silver-wedding day, 
longed for— he knew not what. Maladjusted to life— man’s 
organism! One’s mode of life might be high and scrupu- 
lous, but there was always an undercurrent of greediness, 
a hankering, and sense of waste. Did women have it too? 
Who could tell? And yet, men who gave vent to their 
appetites for novelty, their riotous longings for new ad- 
ventures, new risks, new pleasures, these suffered, no 
doubt, from the reverse side of starvation, from surfeit. 
No getting out of it— a maladjusted animal, civilized 
man! There could be no garden of his choosing, of “the 
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Apple-tree, the singing, and the gold,” in the words of 
that lovely Greek chorus, no achievable elysium in life, or 
lasting haven of happiness for any man with a sense of 
beauty — nothing which could compare with the captured 
loveliness in a work of art, set down forever, so that to 
look on it or read was always to have the same precious 
sense of exaltation and restful inebriety. Life no doubt 
had moments with that quality of beauty, of unbidden 
flying rapture, but the trouble was, they lasted no longer 
than the span of a cloud’s flight over the sun ; impossible to 
keep them with you, as Art caught beauty and held it fast. 
They were fleeting as one of the glimmering or golden 
visions one had of the soul in nature, glimpses of its 
remote and brooding spirit. Here, with the sun hot on 
his face, a cuckoo calling from a thorn tree, and in the air 
the honey savor of gorse — here among the little fronds of 
the young fern, the starry blackthorn, while the bright 
clouds drifted by high above the hills and dreamy valleys 
— here and now was such a glimpse. But in a moment it 
would pass — as the face of Pan, which looks round the 
corner of a rock, vanishes at your stare. And suddenly 
he sat up. Surely there was something familiar about this 
view, this bit of common, that ribbon of road, the old wall 
behind him. While they were driving he had not been 
taking notice — never did; thinking of far things or of 
nothing — but now he saw! Twenty-six years ago, just at 
this time of year, from the farmhouse within half a mile 
of this very spot he had started for that day in Torquay 
whence it might be said he had never returned. And a 
sudden ache beset his heart; he had stumbled on just one 
of those past moments in his life, whose beauty and rap- 
ture he had failed to arrest, whose wings had fluttered 
away into the unknown; he had stumbled on a buried 
memory, a wild sweet time, swiftly choked and ended. 
And, turning on his face, he rested his chin on his hands, 
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and stared at the short grass where the little blue milk- 
wort was growing. ... 

And this is what he remembered. 

I 

On the first of May, after their last year r together at 
college, Frank Ashurst and his friend Robert Garton 
were on a tramp. They had walked that day from Brent, 
intending to make Chagford, but Ashurst’s football knee 
had given out, and according to their map they had still 
some seven miles to go. They were sitting on a bank 
beside the road, where a track crossed alongside a wood, 
resting the knee and talking of the universe, as young 
men will. Both were over six feet, and thin as rails;, 
Ashurst pale, idealistic, full of absence; Garton queer, 
round-the-corner, knotted, curly, like some primeval beast. 
Both had a literary bent; neither wore a hat. Ashurst’s 
hair was smooth, pale, wavy, and had a way of rising on 
either side of his brow, as if always being flung back; 
Carton’s was a kind of dark unfathomed mop. They had 
not met a soul for miles. 

“My dear fellow,” Garton was saying, “pity’s only an 
effect of self-consciousness; it’s a disease of the last five 
thousand years. The world was happier without.” 

Ashurst, following the clouds with his eyes, answered: 

“It’s the pearl in the oyster, anyway.” 

“My dear chap, all our modern unhappiness comes from 
pity. Look at animals, and Red Indians, limited to feeling 
their own occasional misfortunes; then look at ourselves 
— never free from feeling the toothaches of others. Let’s 
get back to feeling for nobody, and have a better time.” 

“You’ll never practice that.” 

Garton pensively stirred the hotch-potch of his hair. 

“To attain full growth, one mustn’t be squeamish. To 
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starve oneself emotionally’s a mistake. All emotion is to 
the good — enriches life.” 

“Yes, and wlien it runs up against chivalry?” 

“Ah! That’s so English! If you speak of emotion the 
English always think you want something physical, and are 
shocked. They’re afraid of passion, but not of lust — -oh, 
no ! — so long as they can keep it secret.” 

Ashurst did not answer ; he had plucked a blue floweret, 
and was twiddling it against the sky. A cuckoo began 
calling from a thorn tree. The sky, the flowers, the songs 
of birds ! Robert was talking through his hat ! And he said : 

“Well, let’s go on, and find some farm where we can 
put up.” In uttering those words, he was conscious of a 
girl coming down from the common just above them. She 
was outlined against the sky, carrying a basket, and you 
could see that sky through the crook of her arm. And 
Ashurst, who saw beauty without wondering how it could 
advantage him, thought : ‘How pretty !’ The wind, blowing 
her dark frieze skirt against herjegs, lifted her battered 
peacock tam-o’-shanter; her grayish blouse was worn and 
old, her shoes were split, her little hands rough and red, 
her neck browned. Her dark hair waved untidy across her 
broad forehead, her face was short, her upper lip short, 
showing a glint of teeth, her brows were straight and dark, 
her lashes long and dark, her nose straight; but her gray 
e} r es were the wonder — dewy as if opened for the first 
time that day. She looked at Ashurst — perhaps he struck 
her as strange, limping along without a hat, with his large 
eyes on her, and his hair flung back. He could not take off 
what was not on his head, but put up his hand in a salute, 
and said : 

“Can you tell us if there’s a farm near here where we 
could stay the night? I’ve gone lame.” 

“There’s only our farm near, sir.” She spoke without 
shyness, in a pretty, soft, crisp voice. 

“And where is that?” 
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“Down here, sir.” 

“Would you put us up?” 

“Oh ! I think we would.” 

“Will you show us the way?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

He limped on, silent, and Garton took up the catechism. 
“Are you a Devonshire girl ?” 

“No, sir.” 

“What then?” 

“From Wales.” 

“Ah ! I thought you were a Celt ; so it’s not your farm ?” 
“My aunt's, sir.” 

“And your uncle's?” 

“He is dead.” 

“Who farms it, then ?” 

“My aunt, and my three cousins.” 

“But your uncle was a Devonshire man?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Have you lived herejtang?” 

“Seven years.” 

“And how d'you like it after Wales?” 

“I don't know, sir.” 

“I suppose you don't remember ?” 

“Oh, yes! But it is different.” 

“I believe you !” 

Ashurst broke in. suddenly: 

“How old are you?” 

“Seventeen, sir.” 

“And what's your name ?” 

“Megan David.” 

“This is Robert Garton, and I am Frank Ashurst. We 
wanted to get on to Chagford.” 

“It is a pity your leg is hurting you.” 

Ashurst smiled, and when he smiled his face was rather 
beautiful. 

Descending past the narrow wood, they came on the 
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farm suddenly — a long, low, stone-built dwelling with 
casement windows, in a farmyard where pigs and fowls 
and an old mare were straying. A short steep-up grass 
hill behind was crowned with a few Scotch firs, and in 
front, an old orchard of apple-trees, just breaking into 
flower, stretched down to a stream and a long wild 
meadow. A little boy with oblique dark eyes was shep- 
herding a pig, and by the house door stood a woman, who 
came towards them. The girl said : 

“It is Mrs. Narracombe, my aunt.” 

“Mrs. Narracombe, my aunt,” had a quick, dark eye, 
like a mother wild-duck’s, and something of the same 
snaky turn about her neck. 

“We met your niece on the road,” said Ashurst ; “she 
thought you might perhaps put us up for the night.” 

Mrs. Narracombe, taking them in from head to heel, 
answered : 

“Well, I can, if you don’t mind one room. Megan, get 
the spare room ready, and a bq»wl of cream. You’ll be 
wanting tea, I suppose.” 

Passing through a sort of porch made by two yew trees 
and some flowering-currant bushes, the girl disappeared 
into the house, her peacock tam-o’-shanter bright athwart 
that rosy-pink and the dark green of the yews. 

“Will you come into the parlor and rest your leg? 
You’ll be from college, perhaps ?” 

“We were, but we’ve gone down now.” 

Mrs. Narracombe nodded sagely. 

The parlor, brick-floored, with bare table and shiny 
chairs and sofa stuffed with horsehair, seemed never to 
have been used, it was so terribly clean. Ashurst sat down 
at once on the sofa, holding his lame knee between his 
hands, and Mrs. Narracombe gazed at him. He was the 
only son of a late professor of chemistry, but people found 
a certain lordliness in one who was often so sublimely 
unconscious of them. 
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“Is there a stream where we could bathe ?” 

“There’s the strame at the bottom of the orchard, but 
sittin’ down you’ll not be covered !” 

“How deep?” 

“Well, ’tis about a foot and a half, maybe.” 

“Oh! That’ll do fine. Which way?” 

“Down the lane, through the second gate on the right, 
an’ the pool’s by the big apple-tree that stands by itself. 
There’s trout there, if you can tickle them.” 

“They’re more likely to tickle us !” 

Mrs. Narracombe smiled. “There’ll be the tea ready 
when you come back.” 

The pool, formed by the damming of a rock, had a 
sandy bottom ; and the big apple-tree, lowest in the orchard, 
grew so close that its boughs almost overhung the water : 
it was in leaf, and all but in flower — its crimson buds just 
bursting. There was not room for more than one at a 
time in that narrow bath, and Ashurst waited his turn, 
rubbing his knee and gating at the wild meadow, all rocks 
and thorn trees and field flowers, with a grove of beeches 
beyond, raised up on a flat mound. Every bough was 
swinging in the wind, every spring bird calling, and a 
slanting sunlight dappled the grass. He thought of Theoc- 
ritus, and the river Cherwell, of the moon, and the 
maiden with the dewy eyes; of so many things that he 
seemed to think of nothing; and he felt absurdly happy. 


During a late and sumptuous tea with eggs to it, cream 
and jam, and thin, fresh cakes touched with saffron, Gar- 
ton descanted on the Celts. It was about the period of the 
Celtic awakening, and the discovery that there was Celtic 
blood about this family had excited one who believed that 
he was a Celt himself. Sprawling on a horsehair chair, 
with a hand-made cigarette dribbling from the corner of 
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his cuily lips, he had been plunging his cold pin-points of 
eyes into Asfyurst s and praising the refinement of the 
Welsh. To come out of Wales into England was like the 

change from china to earthenware! Frank, as a d d 

Englishman, had not of course perceived the exquisite 
refinement and emotional capacity of that Welsh girl ! And, 
delicately stirring in the dark mat of his still wet hair, he 
explained how exactly she illustrated the writings of the 
Welsh bard Morgan-ap-Something in the twelfth century. 

Ashurst, full length on the horsehair sofa, and jutting 
far beyond its end, smoked a deeply-colored pipe, and did 
not listen, thinking of the girl’s face when she brought in 
a relay of cakes. It had been exactly like looking at a 
flower, or some other pretty sight in Nature— till, with a 
funny little shiver, she had lowered her glance and gone 
out, quiet as a mouse. 

“Let’s go to the kitchen,” said Garton, “and see some 
more of her.” 

The kitchen was a white-washed room with rafters, to 
which were attached smoked hams ; there were flower-pots 
on the window-sill, and guns hanging on nails, queer mugs, 
china and pewter, and portraits of Queen Victoria. A 
long, narrow table of plain wood was set with bowls and 
spoons, under a string of high-hung onions ; two sheep- 
dogs and three cats lay here and there. On one side of 
the recessed fireplace sat two small boys, idle, and good as 
gold; on the other sat a stout, light-eyed, red-faced youth 
with hair and lashes the color of the tow he was running 
through the barrel of a gun; between them Mrs. Narra- 
combe dreamily stirred some savory-scented stew in a large 
pot. Two other youths, oblique-eyed, dark-haired, rather 
sly-faced, like the two little boys, were talking together 
and lolling against the wall; and a short, elderly, clean- 
shaven man in corduroys, seated in the window, was con- 
ning a battered journal. The girl Megan seemed the only 
active creature— drawing cider and passing with the jugs- 
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from cask to table. Seeing them thus about to eat, Gar- 

ton said : * 

«Ah! If you’ll let us, we’ll come back when suppers 
over,” and without waiting for an answer they withdrew 
again to the parlor. But the color in the kitchen, the 
warmth, the scents, and all those faces, heightened the 
bleakness of their shiny room, and they resumed their 
seats moodily. 

“Regular gypsy type, those boys. There was only one 
Saxon— the fellow cleaning the gun. That girl is a very 
subtle study psychologically.” 

Ashurst’s lips twitched. Garton seemed to him an ass 
just then. Subtle study ! She was a wild flower. A creature 
it did you good to look at. Study ! 

Garton went on : 

“Emotionally she would be wonderful. She wants 
awakening.” 

“Are you going to awaken her?” 

Garton looked at hi m and smiled. “How coarse and 
English you are !” that curly smile seemed saying. 

And Ashurst puffed his pipe. Awaken her! This fool 
had the best opinion of himself ! He threw up the window 
and leaned out. Dusk had gathered thick. The farm build- 
ings and the wheel-house were all dim and bluish, the 
apple-trees but a blurred wilderness; the air smelled of 
wood smoke from the kitchen fire. One bird going to bed 
later than the others was uttering a half-hearted twitter, 
as though surprised at the darkness. From the stable came 
the snuffle and stamp of a feeding horse. And away over 
there was the loom of the moor, and away and away the 
shy stars which had not as yet full light, pricking white 
through the deep blue heavens. A quavering owl hooted. 
Ashurst drew a deep breath. What a night to wander out 
in! A padding of unshod hoofs came up the lane, and three 
dim, dark shapes passed — ponies on an evening march. 
Their heads, black and fuzzy, showed above the gate. At 
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the tap of his pipe, and a shower of little sparks, they 
shied round and scampered. A bat went fluttering past, 
uttering its almost inaudible “chip, chip.” Ashurst held out 
his hand ; on the upturned palm he could feel the dew. 
Suddenly from overhead he heard little burring boys 5 
voices, little thumps of boots thrown down, and another 
voice, crisp, and soft— the girl’s putting them to bed, no 
doubt; and nine clear words: “No, Rick, you can’t have 
the cat in bed”; then came a skirmish of giggles and 
gurgles, a soft slap, a laugh so low and pretty that it 
made him shiver a little. A blowing sound, and the glim 
of the candle which was fingering the dusk above, went 
out ; silence reigned. Ashurst withdrew into the room and 
sat down ; his knee pained him, and his soul felt gloomy. 

“You go to the kitchen,” he said; “I’m going to bed.” 

m 

For Ashurst the wheel of slupiber was wont to turn 
noiseless and slick and swift, but though he seemed sunk 
in sleep when his companion came up, he was really wide 
awake ; and long after Gar ton, smothered in the other bed 
of that low-roofed room, was worshiping darkness with 
his upturned nose, he heard the owls. Barring the discom- 
fort of his knee, it was not unpleasant — -the cares of life 
did not loom large in night watches for this young man. 
In fact he had none ; just enrolled a barrister, with literary 
aspirations, the world before him, no father or mother, and 
four hundred a year of his own. Did it matter where he 
went, what he did, or when he did it? His bed, too, was 
hard, and this preserved him from fever. He lay, sniffing 
the scent of the night which drifted into the low room 
through the open casement close to his head. Except for 
a definite irritation with his friend, natural when you have 
tramped with a man for three days, Ashurst’s memories 
and visions that sleepless night were kindly and wistful and 
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exciting 1 . One vision, specially clear and unreasonable, for 
he had not even been conscious of noting if, was the face 
of the youth cleaning the gun ; its intent, stolid, yet startled 
uplook" at the kitchen doorway, quickly shifted to the girl 
carrying the cider jug. This red, blue-eyed, light-lashed, 
tow-haired face stuck as firmly in his memory as the girl s 
own face, so dewy and simple. But at last, i the square 
of darkness through the uncurtained casement, he saw day 
coming, and heard one hoarse and sleepy caw. Then fol- 
! | lowed silence, dead as ever, till the song of a blackbird, 
not properly awake, adventured into the hush. And, fiom 
i i staring at the framed brightening light, Ashurst fell asleep. 

Next day his knee was badly swollen ; the walking tour 
was obviously over. Garton, due back in London on the 
morrow, departed at midday with an ironical smile which 
left a scar of irritation— healed the moment his loping 
figure vanished round the corner of the steep lane. All day 
Ashurst rested his knee, in a green-painted wooden chair 
on the patch of grass fey the yew-tree porch, where the 

( sunlight distilled the scent of stocks and gillyflowers, and 
a ghost of scent from the flowering-currant bushes. Bea- 
tifically he smoked, dreamed, watched. 

A farm in spring is all birth— young things coming out of 
bud and shell, and human beings watching over the process 
with faint excitement feeding and tending what has been 
! born. So still the young man sat, that a mother-goose, with 
■, j stately cross-footed waddle, brought her six yellow-necked 
gray-backed goslings to strop their little beaks against the 
grass blades at his feet. Now and again Mrs. Narra- 
combe'or the girl Megan would come and ask if he wanted 
anything, and he would smile and say: Nothing, thanks. 
It’s splendid here.’ 1 Towards tea-time they came out to- 
gether, bearing a long poultice of some dark stuff in a 
bowl, and after a long and solemn scrutiny of his swollen 
knee, bound it on. When they were gone, he thought of the 
girl’s soft “Oh!”— of her pitying eyes, and the little 
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wrinkle in her brow. And again he felt that unreasoning 
irritation against his departed friend, who had talked such 
rot about her. When she brought out his tea, he said : 

“How did you like my friend, Megan ?” 

She forced down her upper lip, as if afraid that to smile 
was not polite. “He was a funny gentleman; he made us 
laugh. I thyik he is very clever.” 

“What did he say to make you laugh?” 

“He said I was a daughter of the bards. What are they ?” 

“Welsh poets, who lived hundreds of years ago.” 

“Why am I their daughter, please?” 

“He meant that you were the sort of girl they sang 
about.” 

She wrinkled her brows. “I think he likes to joke. 
Ami?” 

“Would you believe me, if I told you?” 

“Oh, yes.” 

“Well, I think he was right.” 

She smiled. 

And Ashurst thought: “You are a pretty thing!” 

“He said, too, that Joe was a Saxon type. What would 
that be?” 

“Which is Joe? With the blue eyes and red face?” 

“Yes. My uncle's nephew.” 

“Not your cousin, then?” 

“No.” 

“Well, he meant that Joe was like the men who came 
over to England about fourteen hundred years ago, and 
conquered it.” 

“Oh ! I know about them ; but is he ?” 

“Carton's crazy about that sort of thing; but I must say 
Joe does look a bit Early Saxon.” 

“Yes.” 

That “yes” tickled Ashurst. It was so crisp and graceful, 
so conclusive, and politely acquiescent in what was evi- 
dently Greek to her. 
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“He said that all the other boys were regular gypsies. 
He should not have said that. My aunt laughed, but she 
didn’t like it, of course, and my cousins were angry. Uncle 
was a farmer— farmers are not gypsies. It is wrong to 
hurt people.” 

Ashurst wanted to take her hand and give it a squeeze, 
but he only answered : „ 

“Quite right, Megan. By the way, I heard you putting 
the little ones to bed last night.” 

She flushed a little. “Please to drink your tea — it is 
getting cold. Shall I get you some fresh?” 

“Do you ever have time to do anything for yourself ?” 

“Oh, yes.” 

“I’ve been watching, but I haven’t seen it yet.” 

She wrinkled her brows in a puzzled frown, and her 
color deepened. 

When she was gone, Ashurst thought: “Did she think 
I was chaffing her? I wouldn’t for the world!” He was 
at that age when to son^e men “Beauty’s a flower,” as the 
poet says, and inspires in them the thoughts of chivalry. 
Never very conscious of his surroundings, it was some 
time before he was aware that the youth whom Garton 
had called “a Saxon type” was standing outside the stable 
door; and a fine bit of color he made in his soiled brown 
velvetcords, muddy gaiters, and blue shirt ; red-armed, red- 
faced, the sun turning his hair from tow to flax ; immov- 
ably stolid, persistent, unsmiling he stood. Then, seeing 
Ashurst looking at him, he crossed the yard at that gait 
of the young countryman always ashamed not to be slow 
and heavy-dwelling on each leg, and disappeared round 
the end of the house towards the kitchen entrance. A chill 
came over Ashurst’s mood. Clods ! With all the good will 
in the world, how impossible to get on terms with them ! 
And yet — see that girl ! Her shoes were split, her hands 
rough ; but— what was it ? Was it really her Celtic blood, 
as Garton had said ? — she was a lady born, a jewel, though 
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probably she could do no more than just read and write! 

The elderly, clean-shaven man he had seen last night 
in the kitchen "had come into the yard with a dog, driving 
the cows to their milking. Ashurst saw that he was lame. 

“You’ve got some good ones there!” 

The lame man’s face brightened. He had the upward 
look in his eyes which prolonged suffering often brings. 

“Yeas : they’m praaper buties : gude milkers tu.” 

“I bet they are.” 

“ ’Ope as yure leg’s better, zurr.” 

“Thank you, it’s getting on.” 

The lame man touched his own: “I know what ’tes, 
meself ; ’tes a main worritin’ thing, the knee. I’ve a ’ad 
mine bad this ten year.” 

Ashurst made the sound of sympathy which comes so 
readily from those who have an independent income, and 
the lame man smiled again. 

“Mustn’t complain, though — they mighty near ’ad 
it off.” 

“Ho!” 

“Yeas; an’ compared with what ’twas, ’tis almost so 
gude as nu.” 

“They’ve put a bandage of splendid stuff on mine.” 

“The maid she picks et. She’m a gude maid wi’ the 
flowers. There’s folks zeem to know the healin’ in things. 
My mother was a rare one for that. ’Ope as yu’ll zune be 
better, zurr. Goo ahn, therr!” 

Ashurst smiled. “Wi’ the flowers !” A flower herself. 

That evening, after his supper of cold duck, junket, 
and cider, the girl came in. 

“Please, auntie says — will you try a piece of our May- 
day cake?” 

“If I may come to the kitchen for it.” 

“Oh, yes! You’ll be missing your friend.” 

“Not I. But are you sure no one minds?” 

“Who would mind ? We shall be very pleased.” 
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1 Ashurst rose too suddenly for his stiff knee, staggered 

I and subsided. The girl gave a little gasp,_ and held out 

I ! her hands. Ashurst took them, small, rough, brown; 

checked his impulse to put them to his lips, and. let her 
pnll him up. She came close beside him, offering her 
shoulder. And leaning on her he walked across the room. 
That shoulder seemed quite the pleasantest thing he had 
ever touched. But he had presence of mind enough to 
catch his stick out of the rack, and withdraw his hand 
before arriving at the kitchen. 

That night he slept like a top, and woke with his knee 
of almost normal size. He again spent the morning in his 
chair on the grass patch, scribbling down verses ; but 
in the afternoon he wandered about with the two little 
boys Nick and Rick. It was Saturday, so they were early 
home from school ; quick, shy, dark little rascals of seven 
and six, soon talkative, for Ashurst had a way with chil- 
dren. By four o’clock they had shown him all their methods 
of destroying life, except the tickling of trout; and 
with breeches tucked up, lay on their stomachs over, the 
trout stream, pretending they had this accomplishment 
also. They tickled nothing, of course, for their giggling 
and shouting scared every spotted thing away, Ashurst, 
on a rock at the edge of the beech clump, watched them, 
and listened to the cuckoos, till Nick, the elder and less 
persevering, came up and stood beside him. 

“The gypsy bogle zets on that stone,” he said. 

“What gypsy bogle ?” 

“Dunno; never zeen ’e. Megan zays ’e zets there; an’ 
old Jim zeed ’e once. ’E was zettin’ there naight afore our 
pony kicked-in father’s ’ead. ’E plays the viddle.” 

“What tune does he play?” 

“Dunno.” 

“What’s he like?” 

“ ’E’s black. Old Jim zays ’e’s all over ’air. ’E’s a praaper 
bogle. ’E don’ come only at naight.” The little boy’s 
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oblique dark eyes slid round. “D'yu think 'e might want 
to take me away? Megan's feared of 'e." 

“Has she seen him?" 

“No. She's not afeared o' yu." 

“I should think not. Why should she be?" 

“She zays a prayer for yu." 

“How dq you know that, you little rascal?" 

“When I was asleep, she said: "God bless us all, an' 
Mr. Ashes.' I 'eard 'er whisperin'." 

“You're a little ruffian to tell what you hear when 
you're not meant to hear it!" 

The little boy was silent. Then he said aggressively : 

“I can skin rabbets. Megan, she can't bear skinnin' 
'em. I like blood." 

“Oh ! you do ; you little monster !" 

“What's that?" 

“A creature that likes hurting others." 

The little boy scowled. “They'm only dead rabbets, what 
us eats." * 

“Quite right, Nick. I beg your pardon." 

“I can skin frogs, tu." 

But Ashurst had become absent. “God bless us all, and 
Mr. Ashes!" And puzzled by that sudden inaccessibility, 
Nick ran back to the stream where the giggling and shouts 
again uprose at once. 

When Megan brought his tea, he said: 

“What's the gypsy bogle, Megan?" 

She looked up, startled. 

“He brings bad things." 

“Surely you don't believe in ghosts?" 

“I hope I will never see him." 

“Of course you won't. There aren't such things. What 
old Jim saw was a pony." 

“No! There are bogles in the rocks; they are the men 
who lived long ago." 
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“They aren't gypsies, anyway ; those old men were dead 
long before gypsies came.” # 

She said simply: “They are all bad,” 

“Why ? If there are any, they're only wild, like the 
rabbits. The flowers aren't bad for being wild; the thorn 
trees were never planted — and you don't mind them. I 
shall go down at night and look for your bogle, and have 
a talk with him.” ... 

“Oh, no! Oh, no!” 

“Oh, yes ! I shall go and sit on his rock.” 

She clasped her hands together: “'Oh, please !” 

“Why ! What does it matter if anything happens to 
me?” 

She did not answer; and in a sort of pet he added: 

<r Well, I daresay I shan't see him, because I suppose 
I must be off soon.” 

“Soon?” 

“Your aunt won't want to keep me here.” 

“Oh, yes! We always # let lodgings in summer.” 

Fixing his eyes on her face, he asked : 

“Would you like me to stay ?” 

“Yes.” 

“I'm going to say a prayer for you to-night !” 

She flushed crimson, frowned, and went out of the room. 
He sat cursing himself, till his tea was stewed. It was 
as if he had hacked with his thick boots at a clump of 
bluebells. Why had he said such a silly thing ? Was he 
just a towny college ass like Robert Garton, as far from 
understanding this girl? 



Ashurst spent the next week confirming the restoration 
of his leg, by exploration of the country within easy 
reach. Spring was a revelation to him this year. In a kind 
of intoxication he would watch the pink- white buds of 
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some backward beech tree sprayed up in the sunlight 
against the de§p blue sky, or the trunks and limbs of the 
few Scotch firs, tawny in violent light, or again on the 
moor, the gale-bent larches which had such a look of life 
when the wind streamed in their young green, above the 
rusty black underboughs. Or he would lie on the banks, 
gazing at the clusters of dog-violets, or up in the dead 
bracken, fingering the pink, transparent buds of the dew- 
berry, while the cuckoos called and yaffles laughed, or a 
lark, from very high, dripped its beads of song. It was 
certainly different from any spring he had ever known, 
for spring was within him, not without. In the daytime 
he hardly saw the family; and when Megan brought 
in his meals she always seemed too busy in the house 
or among the young things in the yard to stay talking 
long. But in the evenings he installed himself in the 
window seat in the kitchen, smoking and chatting with 
the lame man Jim, or Mrs. Narracombe, while the girl 
sewed, or moved about, clearing ,the supper things away. 
And sometimes with the sensation a cat must feel when 
it purrs, he would become conscious that Megan's eyes — 
those dew-gray eyes — were fixed on him with a sort of 
lingering soft look which was strangely flattering. 

It was on Sunday week in the evening, when he was 
lying in the orchard listening to a blackbird and com- 
posing a love poem, that he heard the gate swing to, and 
saw the girl come running among the trees, with the 
red-cheeked, stolid Joe in swift pursuit. About twenty 
yards away the chase ended, and the two stood fronting 
each other, not noticing the stranger in the grass — the boy 
pressing on, the girl fending him off. Ashurst could see 
her face, angry, disturbed; and the youth's — who would 
have thought that red-faced yokel could look so distraught ! 
And painfully affected by that sight, he jumped up. 
They saw him then. Megan dropped her hands, and 
shrank behind a tree-trunk ; the boy gave an angry grunt, 
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rushed at the bank, scrambled over and vanished. Ashurst 
went slowly up to her. She was standing quite still, biting 
her lip — very pretty, with her fine, dark hair blown loose 
about her face, and her eyes cast down. 

“I beg your pardon,” he said. 

She gave him one upward look, from eyes much dilated ; 
then, catching her breath, turned away. Ashurst followed. 

“Megan!” 

But she went on; and taking hold of her arm, he 
turned her gently round to him. 

“Stop and speak to me.” 

“Why do you beg my pardon? It is not to me you 
should do that.” 

“Well, then, to Joe.” 

“How dare he come after me ?” 

“In love with you, I suppose.” 

She stamped her foot. 

Ashurst uttered a short laugh. “Would you like me to 
punch his head?” • 

She cried with sudden passion: 

“You laugh at me — you laugh at us !” 

He caught hold of her hands, but she shrank back, 
till her passionate little face and loose dark hair were 
caught among the pink clusters of the apple blossom. 
Ashurst raised one of her imprisoned hands and put 
his lips to it. He felt how chivalrous he was, and supe- 
rior to that clod Joe — just brushing that small, rough 
hand with his mouth! Her shrinking ceased suddenly; 
she seemed to tremble towards him. A sweet warmth 
overtook Ashurst from top to toe. This slim maiden, 
so simple and fine and pretty, was pleased, then, at the 
touch of his lips. And, yielding to a swift impulse, he 
put his arms round her, pressed her to him, and kissed 
her forehead. Then he was frightened — she went so pale, 
closing her eyes, so that the long, dark lashes lay on her 
pale cheeks; her hands, too, lay inert at her sides. The 
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touch of her breast sent a shiver through him. “Megan !” 
he sighed out, and let her go. In the utter silence a 
blackbird shouted. Then the girl seized his hand, put it 
to her cheek, her heart, her lips, kissed it passionately, 
and fled away among the mossy trunks of the apple-trees, 
till they hid her from him. 

Ashurst sat down on a twisted old tree growing almost 
along the 'ground, and, all throbbing and bewildered, 
gazed vacantly at the blossom which had crowned her 
hair — those pink buds with one white open apple star. 
What had he done? How had he let himself be thus 
stampeded by beauty — or — just the spring! He felt curi- 
ously happy, all the same; happy and triumphant, with 
shivers running through his limbs, and a vague alarm. 
This was the beginning of — what? The midges bit him, 
the dancing gnats tried to fly into his mouth, and all the 
spring around him seemed to grow more lovely and 
alive ; the songs of the cuckoos and the blackbirds, the 
laughter of the yaffles, the level-slanting sunlight, the apple 
blossom which had crowned her liead — ! He got up from 
the old trunk and strode out of the orchard, wanting 
space, an open sky, to get on terms with these new sensa- 
tions. He made for the moor, and from an ash tree in 
the hedge a magpie flew out to herald him. 

Of man — at any age from five years on — who can 
say he has never been in love? Ashurst had loved his 
partners at his dancing class; loved his nursery gov- 
erness; girls in school-holidays; perhaps never been quite 
out of love, cherishing always some more or less remote 
admiration. But this was different, not remote at all. 
Quite a new sensation ; terribly delightful, bringing a 
sense of completed manhood. To be holding in his fingers 
such a wild flower, to be able to put it to his lips, and 
feel it tremble with delight against them! What intoxi- 
cation, and — embarrassment! What to do with it — how 
met her next time? His first caress had been cool, pitiful; 
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1 but the next could not be, now that, by her burning little 

I kiss on his hand, by her pressure of it tq her heart, he 

knew that she loved" him. Some natures are coarsened by 
love bestowed on them ; others, like Ashursfs, are swayed 
and drawn, warmed and softened, almost exalted, by what 
they feel to be a sort of miracle. 

And up there among the tors he was racked between 
the passionate desire to revel in this new sensation of 
spring fulfilled within him, and a vague but very real un- 
easiness. At one moment he gave himself up completely 
to his pride at having captured this pretty, trustful, dewy- 
eyed thing! At the next he thought with factitious 
solemnity: “Yes, my boy! But look out what you're doing! 
You know what comes of it !” 

Dusk dropped down without his noticing — dusk on 
the carved, Assyrian-looking masses of the rocks. And 
the voice of Nature said: “This is a new world for you!" 
As when a man gets up at four o'clock and goes out into 
a summer morning, an<i beasts, birds, trees stare at him 
and he feels as if all had been made new. 

He stayed up there for hours, till it grew cold, then 
groped his way down the stones and heather roots to 
the road, back into the lane, and came again past the 
wild meadow to the orchard. There he struck a match 
and looked at his watch. Nearly twelve! It was black 
and unstirring in there now, very different from the 
lingering, bird-befriended brightness of six hours ago! 
And suddenly he saw this idyll of his with the eyes of 
the outer world— had mental vision of Mrs. Narracombe’s 
snake-like neck turned, her quick dark glance taking it 
all in, her shrewd face hardening ; saw the gypsy-like 
cousins coarsely mocking and distrustful; Joe stolid and 
furious; only the lame man, Jim, with the suffering eyes, 
seemed tolerable to his mind. And the village pub! — the 
gossiping matrons he passed on his walks; and then— 
his own friends — Robert Carton's smile when he went 


THE APPLE-TREE 149 

off that morning ten days ago; so ironical and know- 
ing ! Disgusting! For a minute he literally hated this 
earthly, cynical world to which one belonged, willy-nilly. 
The gate where he was leaning grew gray, a sort of shim- 
mer passed before him and spread into the bluish dark- 
ness. The moon ! He could just see it over the bank behind ; 
red, nearly round — a strange moon! And turning away, 
he went up the lane which smelled of the night and 
cow-dung and young leaves. In the straw-yard he could 
see the dark shapes of cattle, broken by the pale sickles of 
their horns, like so many thin moons, fallen ends-up. 
He unlatched the farm gate stealthily. All was dark in 
the house. Muffling his footsteps, he gained the porch, 
and, blotted against one of the yew trees, looked up at 
Megan’s window. It was open. Was she sleeping, or 
lying awake perhaps disturbed — unhappy at his absence? 
An owl hooted while he stood there peering up, and 
the sound seemed to fill the whole night, so quiet was 
all else, save for the never-ending murmur of the stream 
running below the orchard. The cuckoos by day, and now 
the owls — how wonderful they voiced this troubled ecstasy 
within him! And suddenly he saw her at her window, 
looking out. Fie moved a little from the yew tree, and 
whispered: “Megan!” She drew back, vanished, reap- 
peared, leaning far down. He stole forward on the grass 
patch, hit his shin against the green-painted chair, and 
held his breath at the sound. The pale blur of her stretched- 
down arm and face did not stir; he moved the chair, 
and noiselessly mounted it. By stretching up his arm he 
could just reach. Her hand held the huge key of the front 
door, and he clasped that burning hand with the cold 
key in it. He could just see her face, the glint of teeth 
between her lips, her tumbled hair. She was still dressed 
— poor child, sitting up for him, no doubt! “Pretty 
Megan!” Her hot, roughened fingers dung to his; her 
face had a strange, lost look. To have been able to reach 
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it — even with his hand ! The owl hooted, a scent of sweet- 
briar crept into his nostrils. Then one of the farm dogs 
barked ; her grasp relaxed, she shrank back. 

“Good night, Megan !” 

“Good night, sir!” She was gone! With a sigh he 
dropped back to earth, and, sitting on that chair, took 
off his boots. Nothing for it but to creep in and go to 
bed; yet for a long while he sat unmoving, his feet 
chilly in the dew, drunk on the memory of her lost, 
half -smiling face, and the clinging grip of her burning 
fingers, pressing the cold key into his hand. 

v 

He awoke feeling as if he had eaten heavily overnight, 
instead of having eaten nothing. And far off, unreal, 
seemed yesterday's romance! Yet it was a golden morning. 
Full spring had burst at last — in one night the “goldie- 
cups,” as the little boys called them, seemed to have made 
the field their own, an<5 from his window he could see 
apple blossoms covering the orchard as with a rose and 
white quilt. He went down almost dreading to see Megan ; 
and yet, when not she but Mrs. Narracombe brought in 
his breakfast, he felt vexed and disappointed. The woman's 
quick eye and snaky neck seemed to have a new alacrity 
this morning. Had she noticed? 

“So you an' the moon went walkin' last night, Mr. 
Ashurst ! Did ye have your supper anywheres?” 

Ashurst shook his head. 

“We kept it for you, but I suppose you was too busy in 
your brain to think o' such a thing as that ?” 

Was she mocking him, in that voice of hers, which still 
kept some Welsh crispness against the invading burr of 
the West Country? If she knew! And at that moment he 
thought: “No, no; I'll clear out. I won't put myself in 
such a beastly false position.” 
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But, after breakfast, the longing to see Megan began 
and increased with every minute, together with fear lest 
something should have been said to her which had spoiled 
everything. Sinister that she had not appeared, not given 
him even a glimpse of her ! And the love poem, whose 
manufacture had been so important and absorbing yester- 
day afternogn under the apple-trees, now seemed so paltry 
that he tore it up and rolled it into pipe spills. What had 
he known of love, till she seized his hand and kissed it! 
And now — what did he not know? But to write of it 
seemed mere insipidity ! He went up to his bedroom to get 
a book, and his heart began to beat violently, for she was 
in there making the bed. He stood in the doorway watch- 
ing; and suddenly, with turbulent joy, he saw her stoop 
and kiss his pillow, just at the hollow made by his head 
last night. How let her know he had seen that pretty act 
of devotion? And yet if she heard him stealing away, it 
would be even worse. She took the pillow up, holding it 
as if reluctant to shake out the^impress of his cheek, 
dropped it, and turned round. 

“Megan !” 

She put her hands up to her cheeks, but her eyes 
seemed to look right into him. He had never before realized 
the depth and purity and touching faithfulness in those 
dew-bright eyes, and he stammered : 

“It was sweet of you to wait up for me last night/’ 

She still said nothing, and he stammered on : 

“I was wandering about on the moor; it was such a 
jolly night. I — I’ve just come up for a book.” 

Then, the kiss he had seen her give the pillow afflicted 
him with sudden headiness, and he went up to her. Touch- 
ing her eyes with his lips, he thought with queer excite- 
ment: “I’ve done it! Yesterday all was sudden — anyhow; 
but now — I’ve done it!” The girl let her forehead rest 
against his lips, which moved downwards till they reached 
hers. That first real lover’s kiss — strange, wonderful, still 
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almost innocent— -in which heart did it make the most 

disturbance ? <- 

“Come to the big apple-tree to-night, after they’ve gone 
to bed. Megan— -promise !” 

She whispered back : “I promise !” 

Then, scared at her white face, scared at everything, he 
let her go, and went downstairs again. Yes ! he had done 
it now ! Accepted her love, declared his own ! He went out 
to the green chair as devoid of a book as ever ; and there 
he sat staring vacantly before him, triumphant and re- 
morseful, while under his nose and behind his back the 
work of the farm went on. How long he had been sitting 
in that curious state of vacancy he had no notion when he 
saw Joe standing a little behind him to the right. The 
youth had evidently come from hard work in the fields, 
and stood shifting his feet, breathing loudly, his face 
colored like a setting sun, and his arms, below the rolled-up 
sleeves of his blue shirt, showing the hue and furry sheen 
of ripe peaches. His red lips were open, his blue eyes with 
their flaxen lashes stared fixedly at Ashurst, who said 
ironically : 

“Well, Joe, anything I can do for you?” 

“Yeas.” 

“What, then?” 

“Yu can goo away from yere. Us don’ want yu.” 

Ashurst’s face, never too humble, assumed its most 
lordly look. 

“Very good of you, but, do you know, I prefer the 
others should speak for themselves.” 

The youth moved a pace or two nearer, and the scent 
of his honest heat afflicted Ashurst's nostrils. 

“What d’yu stay yere for?” 

“Because it pleases me.” 

“ ’Twon’t please yu when I’ve bashed yure head in !” 

“Indeed ! When would you like to begin that ?” 

Joe answered only with the loudness of his breathing, 
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but his eyes looked like those of a young and angry bull 
Then a sort of spasm seemed to convulse his face. 

•'Megan don* want yu.” 

A rush of jealousy, of contempt, and anger with this 
thick, loud-breathing rustic got the better of Ashurst’s 
self-possession; he jumped up and pushed back his chair. 

"You can go to the devil !” 

And as he said those simple words, he saw Megan in the 
doorway with a tiny brown spaniel puppy in her arms. 
She came up to him quickly : 

“It's eyes are blue !” she said. 

Joe turned away; the back of his neck was literally 
crimson. 

Ashurst put his finger to the mouth of the little brown 
bullfrog of a creature in her arms. How cozy it looked 
against her! 

“It's fond of you already. Ah! Megan, everything is 
fond of you." 

"What was Joe saying to you, please?” 

"Telling me to go away, because you didn’t want me 
here.” 

She stamped her foot; then looked up at Ashurst. At 
that adoring look he felt his nerves quiver, just as if he 
had seen a moth scorching its wings. 

"To-night!” he said. "Don’t forget!” 

"No.” And smothering her face against the puppy’s 
little fat, brown body, she slipped back into the house. 

Ashurst wandered down the lane. At the gate of the 
wild meadow he came on the lame man and his cows. 

"Beautiful day, Jim!” 

"Ah! Tes. brave weather for the grass. The ashes be 
later than th’ oaks this year. 'When th’ oak before th’ 
ash—’ ” 

Ashurst said idly: "Where were you standing when 
you saw the gypsy bogle, Jim?” 
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“It might be under that big apple-tree, as you might 
say.” 

“And you really do think it was there?” 

The lame man answered cautiously : 

“I shouldn't like to say rightly that ’twas there. 'Twas 
in my mind as 'twas there.” 

“What do you make of it?” 

The lame man lowered his voice. 

“They du zay old master, Mist' Narracombe, come o' 
gypsy stock. But that's tellin'. They'm a wonderful people, 
vu know, for claimin' their own. Maybe they knu 'e was 
goin', and sent this feller along for company. That's what 
I've a-thought about it.” 

“What was he like?” 

“ 'E 'ad 'air all over 'is face, an' goin' like this, he was, 
zame as if 'e 'ad a viddle. They zay there's no such thing 
as bogles, but I've a-zeen the 'air on this dog standin' up 
of a dark naight, when I couldn' zee nothin', meself.” 
“Was there a moon£” 

“Yeas, very near full, but 'twas on'y just risen, gold- 
like be'ind them trees.” 

“And you think a ghost means trouble, do you?” 

The lame man pushed his hat up; his aspiring eyes 
looked at Ashurst more earnestly than ever. 

“ 'Tes not for me to zay that — but 'tes they bein' so 
nnrestin'-like. There's things us don' understand, that's 
zartin, for zure. There's people that zee things, tu, an' 
others that don't never zee nothin'. Now, our Joe — yu 
might putt anything under 'is eyes an' 'e'd never see it; 
and them other boys, tu, they’m rattlin' fellers. But yu 
take an' putt our Megan where there's suthin', she'll zee 
it, an' more tu, or I'm mistaken.” 

“She's sensitive, that's why.” 

“What's that?” 

“I mean, she feels everything.” 

“Ah! She'm very lovin'-'earted.” 
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Ashurst, who felt color coming into Ms cheeks, held 
out his tobacco^ pouch. 

“Have a fill, Jim?” 

“Thank ’ee, sir. She’m one in an ’underd, I think.” 

“I expect so,” said Ashurst shortly, and folding up his 
pouch, walked on. 

“Lovin’-’earted !” Yes! And what was he doing? What 
were his intentions — as they say — towards this loving- 
hearted girl ? The thought dogged him, wandering through 
fields bright with buttercups, where the little red calves 
were feeding, and the swallows flying high. Yes, the oaks 
were before the ashes, brown-gold already ; every tree in 
different stage and hue. The cuckoos and a thousand birds 
were singing; the little streams were very bright. The 
ancients believed in a golden age, in the garden of the 
Hesperides! ... A queen wasp settled on his sleeve. 
Each queen wasp killed meant two thousand fewer wasps 
to thieve the apples which would grow from that blossom 
in the orchard ; but who, with lov$ in his heart, could kill 
anything on a day like this ? He entered a field where a 
young red bull was feeding. It seemed to Ashurst that he 
looked like Joe. But the young bull took no notice of this 
visitor, a little drunk himself, perhaps, on the singing and 
the glamour of the golden pasture, under his short legs. 
Ashurst crossed out unchallenged to the hillside above the 
stream. From that slope a tor mounted to its crown of 
rocks. The ground there was covered with a mist of blue- 
bells, and nearly a score of crab-apple trees were in full 
bloom. Fie threw himself down on the grass. The change 
from the buttercup glory and oak-goldened glamour of 
the fields to this ethereal beauty under the gray tor filled 
him with a sort of wonder; nothing the same, save the 
sound of running water and the songs of the cuckoos. He 
lay there a long time, watching the sunlight wheel till the 
crab-trees threw shadows over the bluebells, his only com- 
panions a few wild bees. He was not quite sane, thinking 
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of that morning’s kiss, and of to-night under the apple- 
tree, In such a spot as this, fauns and dryads surely lived ; 
nymphs, white as the crab-apple blossom, retired within 
those trees; fauns, brown as the dead bracken, with pointed 
ears, lay in wait for them. The cuckoos were still calling 
when he woke, there was the sound of running water; 
but the sun had couched behind the tor, the# hillside was 
cool, and some rabbits had come out. “To-night !” he 
thought. Just as from the earth everything was pushing 
up, unfolding under the soft insistent fingers of an unseen 
hand, so were his heart and senses being pushed, unfolded. 
He got up and broke off a spray from a crab-apple tree. 
The buds were like Megan — shell-like, rose-pink, wild, and 
fresh ; and so, too, the opening flowers, white, and wild, 
and touching. He put the spray into his coat. And all the 
rush of the spring within him escaped in a triumphant 
sigh. But the rabbits scurried away. 

y T vi .. 

It was nearly eleven that night when Ashurst put down 
the pocket “Odyssey” which for half an hour he had held 
in his hands without reading, and slipped through the yard 
down to the orchard. The moon had just risen, very 
golden, over the hill, and like a bright, powerful, watching 
spirit peered through the bars of an ash tree’s half-naked 
boughs. In among the apple-trees it was still dark, and he 
stood making sure of his direction, feeling the rough grass 
with his feet. A black mass close behind him stirred with 
a heavy grunting sound, and three large pigs settled down 
again close to each other, under the wall. He listened. 
There was no wind, but the stream’s burbling whispering 
chuckle had gained twice its daytime strength. One bird, he 
could not tell what, cried “Pip— pip,” “Pip— pip,” with 
perfect monotony; he could hear a night-jar spinning 
very far off; an owl hooting. Ashurst moved a step or 
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two, and again halted, aware of a dim living whiteness all 
round his head. On the dark unstirring trees innumerable 
flowers and buds all soft and blurred were being bewitched 
to life by the creeping moonlight. He had the oddest feel- 
ing of actual companionship, as if a million white moths or 
spirits had floated in and settled between dark sky and 
darker ground, and were opening and shutting their wings 
on a level with his eyes. In the bewildering, still, scentless 
beauty of that moment he almost lost memory of why he 
had come to the orchard. The flying glamour which had 
clothed the earth all day had not gone now that night 
had fallen, but only changed into this new form. He 
moved on through the thicket of stems and boughs covered 
with that live powdering whiteness, till he reached the 
big apple-tree. No mistaking that, even in the dark, nearly 
twice the height and size of any other, and leaning out 
towards the open meadows and the stream. Under the 
thick branches he stood still again, to listen. The same 
sounds exactly, and a faint grunting from the sleepy pigs. 
He put his hands on the dry, almost warm tree trunk, 
whose rough mossy surface gave forth a peaty scent at 
his touch. Would she come — would she? And among 
these quivering, haunted, moon-witched trees he was seized 
with doubts of everything ! All was unearthly here, fit for 
no earthly lovers; fit only for god and goddess, faun and 
nymph — not for him and this little country girl. Would 
it not be almost a relief if she did not come? But all the 
time he was listening. And still that unknown bird went 
“Pip — -pip,” “Pip — pip,” and there rose the busy chatter 
of the little trout stream, whereon the moon was flinging 
glances through the bars of her tree-prison. The blossom 
on a level with his eyes seemed to grow more living every 
moment, seemed with its mysterious white beauty more 
and more a part of his suspense. Pie plucked a fragment 
and held it close-Three blossoms. Sacrilege to pluck fruit- 
tree blossom — soft, sacred, young blossom— and throw it 
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away! Then suddenly he heard the gate close, the pigs 
stirring again and grunting ; and leaning against the trunk, 
he pressed his hands to its mossy sides behind him, and 
held his breath. She might have been a spirit threading the 
trees, for all the noise she made! Then he saw her quite 
close — her dark form part of a little tree, her white face 
part of its blossom; so still, and peering towayds him. He 
whispered: “Megan !” and held out his hands. She ran 
forward, straight to his breast. When he felt her heart 
beating against him, Ashurt knew to the full the sensations 
of chivalry and passion. Because she was not of his world, 
because she was so simple and young and headlong, ador- 
ing and defenseless, how could he be other than her pro- 
tector in the dark ! Because she was all simple Nature and 
beauty, as much a part of this spring night as was the 
living blossom, how should he not take all that she would 
give him — how not fulfill the spring in her heart and his ! 
And torn between these two emotions he clasped her close, 
and kissed her hair. BJpw long they stood there without 
speaking he knew not. The stream went on chattering, the 
owls hooting, the moon kept stealing up and growing 
whiter ; the blossom all round them and above brightened 
in suspense of living beauty. Their lips had sought each 
other's, and they did not speak. The moment speech began 
all would be unreal! Spring has no speech, nothing but 
rustling and whispering. Spring has so much more than 
speech in its unfolding flowers and leaves, and the coursing 
of its streams, and in its sweet restless seeking ! And some- 
times spring will come alive, and, like a mysterious 
Presence, stand, encircling lovers with its arms, laying on 
them the fingers of enchantment, so that, standing lips to 
lips, they forget everything but just a kiss. While her 
heart beat against him, and her lips quivered on his, 
Ashurst felt nothing but simple rapture — Destiny meant 
her for his arms, Love could not be flouted ! But when 
their lips parted for breath, division began again at once. 
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Only, passion now was so much the stronger, and he 
sighed : 

“Oh ! Megan ! Why did you come ?” 

She looked up, hurt, amazed. 

“Sir, you asked me to.” 

“Don’t call me "sir/ my pretty sweet.” 

"What should I be callin’ you.” 

""Frank.” 

""I could not. Oh, no!” 

""But you love me — don’t you ?” 

""I could not help lovin’ you. I want to be with you— 
that’s all.” 

""All!” 

So faint that he hardly heard, she whispered : 

""I shall die if I can’t be with you.” 

Ashurst took a mighty breath. 

""Come and be with me, then!” 

“Oh!” 

Intoxicated by the awe and rapture in that ""Oh !” he 
went on, whispering : 

""We’ll go to London. I’ll show you the world. And I 
will take care of you, I promise, Megan. I’ll never be a 
brute to you 1” 

“If I can be with you — that is all.” 

Fie stroked her hair, and whispered on : 

""To-morrow I’ll go to Torquay and get some money, 
and get you some clothes that won’t be noticed, and then 
we’ll steal away. And when we get to London, soon 
perhaps, if you love me well enough, we’ll be married.” 

He could feel her hair shiver with the shake of her 
head. 

""Oh, no ! I could not. I only want to be with you !” 

Drunk on his own chivalry, Ashurst went on mur- 
muring : 

""It’s I who am not good enough for you. Oh! Megan, 
when did you begin to love me?” 
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“When I saw you in the road, and you looked at me. 
The first night I loved you ; but I never thought you would 
want me.” 

She slipped down suddenly to her knees, trying to kiss 
his feet. 

A shiver of horror went through Ashurst; he lifted 
her up bodily and held her fast — too upset to speak. 

She whispered : “Why won’t you let me?” 

“It’s I who will kiss your feet 1” 

Her smile brought tears into his eyes. The whiteness 
of her moonlit face so close to his, the faint pink of her 
opened lips, had the living, unearthly beauty of the apple 
blossom. 

And then, suddenly, her eyes widened and stared past 
him painfully ; she writhed out of his arms, and whispered : 
“Look !” 

Ashurst saw nothing but the brightened stream, the 
furze faintly gilded, the beech trees glistening, and behind 
them all the wide loom of the moonlit hill. Behind him 
came her frozen whisper : “The gypsy bogle !” 

“Where?” 

“There — by the stone — under the trees !” 

Exasperated, he leapt the stream, and strode towards 
the beech clump. Prank of the moonlight! Nothing! In 
and out of the bowlders and thorn trees, muttering and 
cursing, yet with a kind of terror, he rushed and stum- 
bled. Absurd ! Silly ! Then he went back to the apple- 
tree. But she was gone ; he could hear a rustle, the grunt- 
ing of the pigs, the sound of a gate closing. Instead of 
her, only this old apple-tree! He flung his arms round 
the trunk. What a substitute for her soft body; the 
rough moss against his face — what a substitute for her 
soft cheek; only the scent, as of the woods, a little the 
same! And above him, and around, the blossoms, more 
living, more moonlit than ever, seemed to glow and 
breathe. 


THE APPLE-TREE 


161 


VII 

Descending from the train at Torquay station, Ashurst 
wandered uncertainly along the front, for he did not 
know this particular queen of English watering-places. 
Having little sense of what he had on, he was quite 
unconscious, of being remarkable among its inhabitants, 
and strode along in his rough Norfolk jacket, dusty boots, 
and battered hat, without observing that people gazed 
at him rather blankly. He was seeking a branch of his 
London bank, and having found one, found also the first 
obstacle to his mood. Did he know any one in Torquay ? 
No. In that case, if he would wire to his bank in London, 
they would be happy to oblige him on receipt of the reply. 
That suspicious breath from the matter-of-fact world 
somewhat tarnished the brightness of his visions. But he 
sent the telegram. 

Nearly opposite to the post office he saw a shop full 
of ladies’ garments, and examined the window with strange 
sensations. To have to undertake the clothing of his rustic 
love was more than a little disturbing. He went in A 
young woman came forward; she had blue eyes and a 
faintly puzzled forehead. Ashurst stared at her in silence. 

“Yes, sir?” 

I want a dress for a young lady.” 

The young woman smiled. Ashurst frowned— the pe 
culiarity of his request struck him with sudden force. 

The young woman added hastily : 

“What style would you like— something modish?” 

“No. Simple.” 

‘‘What figure would the young lady be?” 

“I don’t know; about two inches shorter than you 
I should say.” 


“Could you give me her waist measurement ?” 
Megan’s waist ! 
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“Quite!” 

While she was gone he stood disconsolately eyeing the 
models in the window, and suddenly it seemed to him 
incredible that Megan — his Megan — could ever be dressed 
save in the rough tweed skirt, coarse blouse, and tam-o'- 
shanter cap he was wont to see her in. The young woman 
had come back with several dresses in he£ arms, and 
Ashurst eyed her laying them against her own modish 
figure. There was one whose color he liked, a dove-gray, 
but to imagine Megan clothed in it was beyond him. 
The young woman went away, and brought some more. 
But on Ashurst there had now come a feeling of paralysis. 
How choose? She would want a hat too, and shoes, and 
gloves; and, suppose, when he had got them all, they 
comm oni zed her, as Sunday clothes always commonized 
village folk! Why should she not travel as she was? Ah? 
But conspicuousness would matter; this was a serious 
elopement. And, staring at the young woman, he thought : 
“I wonder if she guesses, and thinks me a blackguard?” 

“Do you mind putting aside that gray one for me?” 
he said desperately at last. “I can't decide now; IT1 come 
in again this afternoon.” 

The young woman sighed. 

“Oh! certainly. It's a very tasteful costume. I don't 
think you'll get anything that will suit your purpose 
better.” 

“I expect not,” Ashurst murmured, and went out. 

Freed again from the suspicious matter-of-factness of 
the world, he took a long breath, and went back to visions. 
In fancy he saw the trustful, pretty creature who was 
going to join her life to his; saw himself and her stealing 
forth at night, walking over the moor under the moon, 
he with his arm around her, and carrying her new gar- 
ments, till, in some far-off wood, when dawn was coming, 
she would slip off her old things and put on these, and 
an early train at a distant station would bear them away 
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on their honeymoon journey, till London swallowed them 
up, and the dreams of love came true. 

Frank Ashurst ! Haven’t seen you since Rugby old 
chap !” " 

Ashurst s frown dissolved ; the face, close to his own, 
was blue-eyed, suffused with sun— one of those faces 
where sun from within and without join in a sort of luster. 
And he answered : 

“Phil Halliday, by Jove!” 

“What are you doing here?” 

“Oh! nothing. Just looking round, and getting some 
money. I’m staying on the moor.” 

“Are you lunching anywhere? Come and lunch with 
us; Pm here with my young sisters. They’ve had measles.” 

Hooked in by that friendly arm Ashurst went along, 
up a hill, down a hill, away out of the town, while the 
voice of Halliday, redolent of optimism as his face was 
of sun, explained how “in this moldy place the only 
decent things were the bathing aiyl boating,” and so on, 
till presently they came to a crescent of houses a little 
above and back from the sea, and into the center one — 
an hotel — made their way. 

“Come up to my room and have a wash. Lunch'll be 
ready in a jiffy.” 

Ashurst contemplated his visage in- a looking-glass. 
After his farmhouse bedroom, the comb and one spare 
shirt regime of the last fortnight, this room littered with 
clothes and brushes was a sort of Capua; and he thought: 
“Queer— one doesn’t realize—” But what— he did not 
quite know. 

When he followed Halliday into the sitting-room for 
lunch, three faces, very fair and blue-eyed, were turned 
suddenly at the words: “This is Frank Ashurst — my 
young sisters.” 

Two were indeed young, about eleven and ten. The 
third was perhaps seventeen, tall and fair-haired too, with 
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pink-and-white cheeks just touched by the sun, and eye- 
brows, rather darker than the hair, running a little up- 
wards from her nose to their outer points. The voices 
of all three were like Halliday’s, high and cheerful ; they 
stood up straight, shook hands with a quick movement, 
looked at Ashurst critically, away again at once, and 
began to talk of what they were going to do in the after- 
noon. A regular Diana and attendant nymphs! After the 
farm this crisp, slangy, eager talk, this cool, clean, off- 
hand refinement, was queer at first, and then so natural 
that what he had come from became suddenly remote. 
The names of the two little ones seemed to be Sabina 
and Freda; of the eldest, Stella. 

Presently the one called Sabina turned to him and 
said: 

“I say, will you come shrimping with us? — it's awful 
fun!” 

Surprised by this unexpected friendliness, Ashurst 
murmured : m 

“I’m afraid I’ve got to get back this afternoon.” 
“Oh!” 

“Can’t you put it off?” 

Ashurst turned to the new speaker, Stella, shook his 
head, and smiled. She was very pretty! Sabina said re- 
gretfully: “You might!” Then the talk switched off to 
caves and swimming. 

“Can you swim far ?” 

“About two miles.” 

“Oh!” 

“I say!” 

“How jolly!” 

The three pairs of blue eyes, fixed on him, made him 
conscious of his new importance. The sensation was agree- 
able. Halliday said : 

“I say, you simply must stop and have a bathe. You’d 
better stay the night.” 
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“Yes, do!” 

But again Ashurst smiled and shook his head. Then 
suddenly he found himself being catechized about his 
physical achievements. He had rowed— it seemed— in his 
college boat, played in his college football team, won his 
college mile, and he rose from table a sort of hero. 
The two little girls insisted that he must see “their” 
cave, and they set forth chattering like magpies, Ashurst 
between them, Stella and her brother a little behind. In 
the cave, damp and darkish like any other cave, the great 
feature was a pool with possibility of creatures which 
might be caught and put into bottles. Sabina and Freda, 
who wore no stockings on their shapely brown legs, ex- 
horted Ashurst to join them in the middle of it, and help 
sieve the water. He too was soon bootless and sockless. 
Time goes fast for one who has a sense of beauty, when 
there are pretty children in a pool and a young Diana on 
the edge, to receive with wonder anything you can catch ! 
Ashurst never had much sense of time. It was a shock 
when, pulling out his watch, he saw it was well past 
three. No cashing his check to-dav — the hank wnnlr? Ka 
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a n d he would be alone in the cave. And with a curious 
mixture of anger, chagrin, and shame, he^put his watch 
back into his pocket and said abruptly : 

“Yes; I’m dished for to-day.” 

“Hurrah! Now you can bathe with us.” 

It was impossible not to succumb a little to the con- 
tentment of these pretty children, to the smik on Stella’s 
lips, to Halliday’s “Ripping, old chap! I can lend you 
things for the night 1” But again a spasm of longing and 
remorse throbbed through Ashurst, and he said moodily : 

“I must send a wire!” 

The attractions of the pool palling, they went back 
to the hotel. Ashurst sent his wire, addressing it to Mrs. 
Narracombe: “Sorry, detained for the night, back to- 
morrow.” Surely Megan would understand that he had 
too much to do; and his heart grew lighter. It was a 
lovely afternoon, warm, the sea calm and blue, and swim- 
ming his great passion ; the favor of these pretty chil- 
dren flattered him, th^, pleasure of looking at them, at 
Stella, at Halliday’s sunny face; the slight unreality, yet 
extreme naturalness of it all — as of a last peep at nor- 
mality before he took this plunge with Megan! He got his 
borrowed bathing dress, and they all set forth. Halliday 
and he undressed behind one rock, the three girls behind 
another. He was first into the sea, and at once swam 
out with the bravado of justifying his self-given reputa- 
tion. When he turned he could see Halliday swimming 
along shore, and the girls flopping and dipping, and riding 
the little waves, in the way he was accustomed to despise, 
but now thought pretty and sensible, since it gave him 
the distinction of the only deep-water fish. But draw- 
ing near, he wondered if they would like him, a stranger, 
to come into their splashing group; he felt shy, approach- 
ing that slim nymph. Then Sabina summoned him to 
teach her to float, and between them the little girls kept 
him so busy that he had no time even to notice whether 
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Stella was accustomed to his presence, till suddenly he 
heard a startled sound from her. She was standing sub- 
merged to the* waist, leaning a little forward, her slim 
white arms stretched out and pointing, her wet face 
puckered by the sun and an expression of fear. 

“Look at Phil ! Is he all right ? Oh, look !” 

Ashurst saw at once that Phil was not all right. He 
was splashing and struggling out of his depth, perhaps 
a hundred yards away; suddenly he gave a cry, threw 
up his arms, and went down. Ashurst saw the girl 
launch herself towards him, and crying out: “Go back, 
Stella! Go back !” he dashed out. He had never swum 
so fast, and reached Halliday just as he was coming 
up a second time. It was a case of cramp, but to get him 
in was not difficult, for he did not struggle. The girl, 
who had stopped where Ashurst told her to, helped as 
soon as he was in his depth, and once on the beach they 
sat down one on each side of him to rub his limbs, while 
the little ones stood by with scared faces. Halliday was 
soon smiling. It was — he said — rotten of him, absolutely 
rotten! If Frank would give him an arm, he could get 
to his clothes all right now. Ashurst gave him the arm, 
and as he did so caught sight of Stella’s face, wet and 
flushed and tearful, all broken up out of its calm ; and he 
thought: “I called her Stella! Wonder if she minded?” 

While they were dressing, Halliday said quietly : 

“You saved my life, old chap!” 

“Rot!” 

Clothed, but not quite in their right minds, they went 
up all together to the hotel and sat down to tea, except 
Halliday, who was lying down in his room. After some 
slices of bread and jam, Sabina said : 

“I say, you know, you are a brick!” And Freda 
chimed in: 

“Rather!” 

Ashurst saw Stella looking down; he got up in con- 
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fusion, and went to the window. From there he heard 
Sabina mutter: “I say, let’s swear blood bond. Where’s 
your knife, Freda?” and out of the corfier of his eye 
he could see each of them solemnly prick herself, squeeze 
out a drop of blood and dabble on a bit of paper. He 
turned and made for the door. 

“Don’t be a stoat ! Come back !” His arms were seized ; 
imprisoned between the little girls he was brought back 
to the table. On it lay a piece of paper with an effigy 
drawn in blood, and the three names Stella Halliday, 
Sabina Halliday, Freda Halliday — -also in blood, running 
towards it like the rays of a star. Sabina said: 

“That’s you. We shall have to kiss you, you know.” 
And Freda echoed : 

“Oh! Blow — Yes!” 

Before Ashurst could escape, some wettish hair dangled 
against his face, something like a bite descended on his 
nose, he felt his left arm pinched, and other teeth softly 
searching his cheek. Then he was released, and Freda said : 
“Now, Stella.” * 

Ashurst, red and rigid, looked across the table at a red 
and rigid Stella. Sabina giggled ; Freda cried : 

“Buck up — it spoils everything!” 

A queer, ashamed eagerness shot through Ashurst ; then 
he said quietly : 

“Shut up, you little demons !” 

Again Sabina giggled. 

“Well, then, she can kiss her hand, and you can put it 
against your nose. It is on one side!” 

To his amazement the girl did kiss her hand and stretch 
it out. Solemnly he took that cool, slim hand and laid it to 
his cheek. The two little girls broke into clapping, and 
Freda said : 

“Now, then, we shall have to save your life at any 
time; that’s settled. Can I have another cup, Stella, not 
so beastly weak?” 
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Tea was resumed, and Ashurst, folding up the paper, 
put it in his pocket. The talk turned on the advantages of 
measles, tangerine oranges, hdney in a spoon, no lessons, 
and so forth. Ashurst listened, silent, exchanging friendly 
looks with Stella, whose face was again of its ndrmal sun- 
touched pink and white. It was soothing to be so taken to 
the heart of this jolly family, fascinating to watch their 
faces. And after tea, while the two little girls pressed 
seaweed, he talked to Stella in the window seat and looked 
at her water-color sketches. The whole thing was like a 
pleasurable dream ; time and incident hung up, importance 
and reality suspended. To-morrow he would go back to 
Megan, with nothing of all this left save the paper w T ith 
the blood of these children, in his pocket. Children ! Stella 
was not quite that — as old as Megan! Her talk — quick, 
rather hard and shy, yet friendly — seemed to flourish on 
his silences, and about her there was something cool and 
virginal — a maiden in a bower. At dinner, to which Halli- 
day, who had swallowed too much^sea water, did not come, 
Sabina said : 

“I’m going to call you Frank.” 

Freda echoed: 

“Frank, Frank, Franky.” 

Ashurst grinned and bowed. 

“Every time Stella calls you Mr. Ashurst, she’s got ta 
pay a forfeit. It’s ridiculous.” 

Ashurst looked at Stella, who grew slowly red. Sabina 
giggled ; Freda cried : 

“She’s ‘smoking’ — ‘smoking !’ — Yah !” 

Ashurst reached out to right and left, and grasped some 
fair hair in each hand. 

“Look here,” he said, “you two! Leave Stella alone, or 
I’ll tie you together !” 

Freda gurgled : 

“Ouch ! You are a beast !” 

Sabina murmured cautiously: 
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“You call her Stella, you see!” 

“Why shouldn’t I? It’s a jolly name!” 

“All right ; we give you leave to !” 

Ashurst released the hair. Stella! What would she call 
him — after this ? But she called him nothing ; till at bed- 
time he said, deliberately : 

“Good night, Stella!” 

“Good night, Mr. — Good night, Frank! It was jolly of 
you, you know!” 

“Oh— that! Bosh!” 

Her quick, straight handshake tightened suddenly, and 
as suddenly, became slack. 

Ashurst stood motionless in the empty sitting-room. 
Only last night, under the apple-tree and the living blos- 
soms, he had held Megan to him, kissing her eyes and lips. 
And he gasped, swept by that rush of remembrance. To- 
night it should have begun — his life with her who only 
wanted to be with him ! And now, twenty-four hours and 
more must pass, because — of not looking at his watch! 
Why had he made friends with this family of innocents 
just when he was saying good-by to innocence, and all the 
rest. of it? “But I mean to marry her,” he thought; “I 
told her so!” v y,. v . 

He took a candle, lighted it, and went to his bedroom, 
which was next to Halliday’s. His friend’s voice called as 
he was passing: 

“Is that you, old chap ? I say, come in.” 

He was sitting up in bed, smoking a pipe and reading, 

“Sit down a bit.” 

Ashurst sat down by the open window; 

“I’ve been thinking about this afternoon, you know,” 
said ITalliday rather suddenly. “They say you go through 
all your past. I didn’t I suppose I wasn’t far enough 
gone.” ; 

“What did you think of ?” 

Halliday was silent for a little, then said quietly : 
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“Well, I did think of one thing — rather odd— of a girl 
at Cambridge that I might have — you know; I was glad 
I hadn’t got her on my mind. Anyhow, old chap, I owe it 
to you that I’m here ; I should have been in the big dark 
by now. No more bed, or baccy; no more anything. I say, 
what d’you suppose happens to us?” 

Ashurst murmured : 

“Go out like flames, I expect.” 

“Phew 1” 

“We may flicker, and cling about a bit, perhaps.” 

“H’m ! I think that’s rather gloomy. I say, I hope my 
young sisters have been decent to you ?” 

“Awfully decent.” 

Halliday put his pipe down, crossed his hands behind 
his neck, and turned his face towards the window. 

“They’re not bad kids !” he said. 

Watching his friend, lying there, with that smile, and 
the candle-light on his face, Ashurst shuddered. Quite 
true ! He might have been lying there with no smile, with 
all that sunny look gone out forever! He might not have 
been lying there at all, but “sanded” at the bottom of the 
sea, waiting for resurrection on the— ninth day, was it? 
And that smile of Halliday’s seemed to him suddenly 
something wonderful, as if in it were all the difference 
between life and death— the little flame — the all ! He got 
up, and said softly : 

“Well, you ought to sleep, I expect. Shall I blow out?” 

Halliday caught his hand. 

“I can’t say it, you know; but it must be rotten -to be 
dead. Good nighty old boy !” 

Stirred and moved, Ashurst squeezed the hand, and 
went downstairs. The hall door was still open, and he 
passed out on to the lawn before the Crescent. The stars 
were bright in a very dark blue sky, and by their light 
some lilacs had that mysterious color of flowers by night 
which no one can describe. Ashurst pressed his face against 


172 GREAT MODERN SHORT STORIES 

I a spray ; and before his closed eyes Megan started up, with 

I the tiny brown spaniel pup against her breast. “I thought 

I . of a girl that I might have — you know! I was glad I 

I hadn't got her on my mind !” He jerked his head away 

from the lilac, and began pacing up and down over the 
grass, a gray phantom coming to substance for a moment 
in the light from the lamp at either end. He was with her 
again under the living, breathing whiteness of the blossom, 
the stream chattering by, the moon glinting steel-blue on 
the bathing-pool ; back in the rapture of his kisses on her 
upturned face of innocence and humble passion, back in the 
suspense and beauty of that pagan night. He stood still 
once more in the shadow of the lilacs. Here the sea, not 
the stream, was Night's voice ; the sea with its sigh and 
rustle; no little bird, no owl, no nightjar called or spun; 
but a piano tinkled, and the white houses cut the sky with 
solid curve, and the scent from the lilacs filled the air. A 
window of the hotel, high up, was lighted; he saw a 
shadow move across the blind. And most queer sensations 
stirred within him, a sort of churning, and twining, and 
turning of a single emotion on itself, as though spring and 
love, bewildered and confused, seeking the way, were 
baffled. This girl, who had called him Frank, whose hand 
had given his that sudden little clutch, this girl so cool 
and pure — what would she think of such wild, unlawful 
loving ? He sank down on the grass, sitting there cross- 
legged, with his back to the house, motionless as some 
carved Buddha. Was he really going to break through 
innocence, and steal? Sniff the scent out of a wild flower, 
and — perhaps — throw it away? “Of a girl at Cambridge 
that I might have — you know !” He put his hands to the 
grass, one on each side, palms downwards, and pressed; 
it was just warm still— the grass, barely moist, soft and 
fffni and friendly, “What am I going to do?" he thought. 

| Perhaps Megan was at her window, looking out at the 

\l blossom, thinking of him! Poor little Megan! “Why not?" 
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he thought. “1 love her ! But do I — really love her ? or do 
I only want her because she is so pretty, and loves me? 
What am I going to do ?” The piano tinkled on, the stars 
winked; and Ashurst gazed out before him at the dark 
sea, as if spellbound. He got up at last, cramped and 
rather chilly. There was no longer light in any window. 
And he went in to bed. 

VIII 

Out of a deep and dreamless sleep he was awakened by 
the sound of thumping on the door. A shrill voice called ; 

“Hi! Breakfast's ready." 

He jumped up. Where was he — ? Ah! 

He found them already eating marmalade, and sat down 
in the empty place between Stella and Sabina, who, after 
watching him a little, said : 

“I say, do buck up; we're going to start at half-past 
nine." ^ 

“We're going to Berry Head, old chap; you must 
come !" 

Ashurst thought : “Come ! Impossible. I shall be getting 
things and going back." He looked at Stella. She said 
quickly : 

“Do come !" 

Sabina chimed in : 

“It'll be no fun without you." 

Freda got up and stood behind his chair. 

“YouVe got to come, or else I'll pull your hair!" 

Ashurst thought: “Well— one day more— to think it 
over! One day more!" And he said: 

“All right ! You needn't tweak my mane !" 

“Hurrah !" 

At the station he wrote a second telegram to the farm, 
and then— tore it up; he could not have explained why. 
From Brixham they drove in a very little wagonette 
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There, squeezed between Sabina and Freda, with his knees 
touching Stella's, they played “Up Jenkins"; and the 
gloom he was feeling gave way to frolic. In this one day 
more to think it over, he did not want to think ! They ran 
races, wrestled, paddled — for to-day nobody wanted to 
bathe — they sang catches, played games, and ate all they 
had brought. The little girls fell asleep against him on the 
way back, and his knees still touched Stella's in the 
wagonette. It seemed incredible that thirty hours ago he 
had never set eyes on any of those three flaxen heads. In 
the train he talked to Stella of poetry, discovering her 
favorites, and telling her his own with a pleasing sense of 
superiority ; till suddenly she said, rather low : 

“Phil says you don't believe in a future life, Frank. 
I think that's dreadful." 

Disconcerted, Ashurst muttered; 

“I don't either believe or not believe— I simply don’t 
know." 

She said quickly: 

“I couldn't bear that. What would be the use of living?" 

Watching the frown of those pretty oblique brows. 
Ashurst answered : 

“I don’t believe in believing things because one 
wants to." 

“But why should one wish to live again, if one isn't 
going to ?" 

And she looked full at him. 

He did not want to hurt her, but an itch to dominate 
pushed him on to say : 

“While one's alive one naturally wants to go on living 
forever; that's part of being alive. But it probably isn't 
anything more." 

“Don't you believe in the Bible at all, then ?" 

Ashurst thought: “Now I shall really hurt her!" 

“I believe in the Sermon on the Mount, because it's 
beautiful and good for all time." 
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“But don’t you believe Christ was divine ?” 

He shook his head. 

She turned fier face quickly to the window, and there 
sprang into his mind Megan’s prayer, repeated by little 
Nick : God bless us all, and Mr. Ashes !” Who else would 
ever say a prayer for him, like her who at this moment 
must be waiting — waiting to see him come down the lane? 

And he thought suddenly : “What a scoundrel I am !” 

All that evening this thought kept coming back ; but, as 
is not unusual, each time with less poignancy, till it 
seemed almost a matter of course to be a scoundrel. And — 
strange! — he did not know whether he was a scoundrel if 
he meant to go back to Megan, or if he did not mean to go 
back to her. 

They played cards till the children were sent off to bed ; 
then Stella went to the piano. From over on the window 
seat, where it was nearly dark, Ashurst watched her 
between the candles — that fair head on the long, white 
neck bending to the movement of her hands. She played 
fluently, without much expression”; but what a picture she 
made, the faint golden radiance, a sort of angelic atmos- 
phere — hovering about her! Who could have passionate 
thoughts or wild desires in the presence of that swaying, 
white-clothed girl with the seraphic head? She played a 
thing of Schumann’s called “Warmn?” Then Halliday 
brought out a flute, and the spell was broken. After this 
they made Ashurst sing, Stella playing him accompani- 
ments from a book of Schumann songs, till, in the middle 
of “Ich grolle nicht,” two small figures clad in blue dress- 
ing-gowns crept in and tried to conceal themselves beneath 
the piano. The evening broke up in confusion, and what 
Sabina called “a splendid rag.” 1 

That night Ashurst hardly slept at all. He was thinking, | 
tossing and turning. The intense domestic intimacy of these | 
last two days, the strength of this Halliday atmosphere, 
seemed to ring him round, and make the farm and Megan S 
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— even Megan — seem unreal. Had he really made love to 
her— really promised to take her away to live with him? 
He must have been betwiched by the spring, the night, the 
apple blossom ! The notion that he was going to make her 
his mistress — that simple child not yet eighteen — now filled 
him with a sort of horror, even while it still stung and 
whipped his blood. He muttered to himself : “It's awful, 
what I’ve done— awful!” And the sound of Schumann's 
music throbbed and mingled with his fevered thoughts, and 
he saw again Stella's cool, white, fair-haired figure and 
bending neck, the queer, angelic radiance about her. “I 
must have been — I must be — mad!" he thought. “What 
came into me? Poor little Megan!" “God bless us all, and 
Mr. Ashes !" “I want to be with you — only to be with 
you !" And burying ‘his face in his pillow, he smothered 
down a fit of sobbing. Not to go back was awful! To go 
back — more awful still ! 

Emotion, when you are young, and give real vent to it, 
loses its power of torture. And he fell asleep, thinking: 
“What was it — a few kisses — all forgotten in a month !" 

Next morning he got his check cashed, but avoided the 
shop of the dove-gray dress like the plague ; and, instead, 
bought himself some necessaries. He spent the whole day 
in a queer mood, cherishing a kind of sullenness against 
himself. Instead of the hankering of the last two days, he 
felt nothing but a blank— all passionate longing gone, as if 
quenched in that outburst of tears. After tea Stella put a 
book down beside him, and said shyly : 

“Have you read that, Frank?" 

It was Farrar's “Life of Christ." Ashurst smiled. Her 
anxiety about his beliefs seemed to him comic, but touch- 
ing. Infectious, too, perhaps, for he began to have an itch 
to justify himself, if not to convert her. And in the eve- 
ning, when the children and Halliday were mending their 
shrimping nets, he said : 

“At the back of orthodox religion, so far as I can see, 
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there’s always the idea of reward — what you can get for 
being good ; a kind of begging for favors. I think it all 
starts in fear/ 1 

# She was sitting on the sofa making reefer knots with a 
bit of string. She looked up quickly : 

“I think it's much deeper than that.” 

Ashurst felt again that wish to dominate. 

You think so,” he said ; “but wanting the quid pro quo 
is about the deepest thing in all of us ! It’s jolly hard to get 
to the bottom of it!” 

She wrinkled her brows in a puzzled frown. 

“I don’t think I understand.” 

He went on obstinately : 

Well, think, and see if the most religious people aren’t 
those who feel that this life doesn’t give them all they 
want. I believe in being good because to be good is good in 
itself.” 

“Then you do believe in being good?” 

How pretty she looked now — )t was easy to be good 
with her ! And he nodded and said : 

“I say, show me how’ to make that knot !” 

With her fingers touching his, in maneuvering the bit of 
string he felt soothed and happy. And when he went to bed 
he willfully kept his thoughts on her, wrapping himself in 
her fair, cool sisterly radiance, as in some garment of 
protection. 

Next day he found they had arranged to go by train to 
Totness, and picnic at Berry Pomeroy Castle. Still in that 
resolute oblivion of the past, he took his place with them in 
the landau beside Halliday, back to the horses. And, then, 
along the sea front, nearly at the turning to the railway 
station, his heart almost leaped into his mouth. Megan — 
Megan herself ! — was walking on the far pathway, in her 
old skirt and jacket and her tam-o’-shanter, looking up into 
the faces of the passers-by. Instinctively he threw his hand 
up for cover, then made a feint of clearing dust out of his 
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eyes ; but between his fingers he could see her still, moving, 
not with her free country step, but wavering, lost-looking, 
pitiful — like some little dog which has missed its master 
and does not know whether to run on, to run back — where 
to run. How had she come like this? — what excuse had 
she found to get away ? — what did she hope for ? But with 
every turn of the wheels bearing him away from her, his 
heart revolted and cried to him to stop them, to get out, 
and go to her ! When the landau turned the corner to the 
station he could stand it no more, and opening the carriage 
door, muttered : “I’ve forgotten something ! Go on — don’t 
wait for me ! I’ll join you at the castle by the next train !” 
He jumped, stumbled, spun round, recovered his balance, 
and walked forward, while the carriage with the astonished 
Hallidays rolled on. 

From the corner he could only just see Megan, a long 
way ahead now. He ran a few steps, checked himself, and 
dropped into a walk. With each step nearer to her, further 
from the Hallidays, walked more and more slowly. 
Flow did it alter anything— this sight of her? How make 
the going to her, and that which must come of it, less 
ugly? For there was no hiding it — since he had met the 
Hallidays he had become gradually sure that he would not 
marry Megan. It would only be a wild love-time, a 
troubled, remorseful, difficult time — and then— well, then 
he would get tired, just because she gave him everything, 
was so simple, and so trustful, so dewy. And dew— wears 
off! The little spot of faded color, her tam-o’-shanter cap, 
wavered on far in front of him; she was looking up into 
every face, and at the house windows. Had any man ever 
such a cruel moment to go through? Whatever he did, he 
felt he would be a beast. And he uttered a groan which 
made a nursemaid turn and stare. He saw Megan stop and 
lean against the sea-wall, looking at the sea; and he too 
stopped. Quite likely she had never seen the sea before, 
and even in her distress could not resist that sight. “Ye§-~ 
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she’s seen nothing / 5 he thought; '"everything’s before her. 
And just for a^few weeks 5 passion,. I shall be cutting her 
life to^ ribbons. I 5 d better go and hang myself rather than 
do it !” And suddenly he seemed to see Stella’s calm eyes 
looking into his, the wave of fluffy hair on her forehead 
stirred by the wind. Ah ! it would be madness, would mean 
giving up all that he respected, and his own self-respect. 
He turned and walked quickly back towards the station. 
But memory of that poor, bewildered little figure, those 
anxious eyes searching the passers-by, smote him too hard 
again, and once more he turned towards the sea. The cap 
was no longer visible ; that little spot of color had vanished 
in the stieam of the noon promenaders. And impelled by 
the passion of longing, the dearth which comes on one 
when life seems to be whiling something out of reach, he 
hurried forward. She was nowhere to be seen; for half an 
hour he looked for her; then on the beach hung himself 
face downward in the sand. To find her again he knew he 
had only to go to the station an<J wait till she returned 
fiom her fruitless quest, to take her train home; or to take 
train himself and go back to the farm, so that she found 
him there when she returned. But he lay inert in the sand, 
among the indifferent groups of children with their spades 
and buckets. Pity at her little figure wandering, seeking, 
was well-nigh merged in the spring-running of his blood; 
for it was all wild feeling now — the chivalrous part, what 
there had been of it, was gone. He wanted her again, 
wanted her kisses, her soft, little body, her abandonment, 
all her quick, warm, pagan emotion ; wanted the wonderful 
feeling of that night under the moon-lit apple boughs; 
wanted it all with a horrible intensity, as the faun wants 
the nymph. The quick chatter of the little bright trout- 
stream, the dazzle of the buttercups, the rocks of the old 
"wild men 55 ; the calling of the cuckoos and yaffles, the 
hooting of the owls; and the red moon peeping out of the 
velvet dark at the living whiteness of the blossom; and 
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her face just out of reach at the window, lost in its love- 
look ; and her heart against his, her lips # answering his, 
under the apple-tree — all this besieged him. Yet he lay- 
inert. What was it which struggled against pity and this 
feverish longing, and kept him there paralyzed in the warm 
sand? Three flaxen heads — a fair face with friendly blue- 
gray eyes, a slim hand pressing his, a quick voice speaking 
his name — “So you do believe in being good?” Yes, and 
a sort of atmosphere as of some old walled-in English 
garden, with pinks, and cornflowers, and roses, and scents 
of lavender and lilac — cool and fair, untouched, almost 
holy — all that he had been brought up to feel was clean 
and good. And suddenly he thought: “She might come 
along the front again and see me !” and he got up and made 
his way to the rock at the far end of the beach. There, 
with the spray biting into his face, he could think more 
coolly. To go back to the farm and love Megan out in the 
woods, among the rocks, with everything around wild and 
fitting — that, he knew, *was impossible, utterly. To trans- 
plant her to a great town, to keep, in some little flat or 
rooms, one who belonged so wholly to Nature — the poet 
in him shrank from it. His passion would be a mere sensu- 
ous revel, soon gone ; in London, her very simplicity, her 
lack of all intellectual quality, would make her his secret 
plaything— nothing else. The longer he sat on the rock, 
with his feet dangling over a greenish pool from which 
the sea was ebbing, the more clearly he saw this ; but it was 
as if her arms and all of her were slipping slowly, slowly 
down from him, into the pool, to be carried away out to 
sea ; and her face looking up, her lost face with beseeching 
eyes, and dark, wet hair — possessed, haunted, tortured 
him! He got up at last, scaled the low rock-cliff, and made 
his way down into a sheltered cove. Perhaps in the sea he 
could get back his control — lose this fever! And stripping 
off his clothes, he swam out. He wanted to tire himself so 
that nothing mattered, and swam recklessly, fast and far; 
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then suddenly, for no reason, felt afraid. Suppose he could 
not reach shore t again — suppose the current set him out— 
or he got cramps, like Halliday ! He turned to swim in. The 
red cliffs looked a long way off. If he were drowned they 
would find his clothes. The Hallidays would know; but 
Megan perhaps never — they took no newspaper at the 
farm. And Phil Halliday’s words came back to him again : 
“A girl at Cambridge I might have— Glad I haven’t got 
her on my mind !” And in that moment of unreasoning 
fear he vowed he would not have her on his mind. Then 
his fear left him ; he swam in easily enough, dried himself 
in the sun, and put on his clothes. His heart felt sore, but 
no longer ached ; his body cool and refreshed. 

When one is as young as Ashurst, pity is not a violent 
emotion. And, back in the Hallidays’ sitting-room, eating 
a ravenous tea, he felt much like a man recovered from 
fever. Everything seemed new and clear ; the tea, the but- 
tered toast, and jam tasted absurdly good; tobacco had 
never smelt so nice. And walking wp and down the empty 
room, he stopped here and there to touch or look. He took 
up Stella’s work-basket, fingered the cotton reels and a 
gayly colored plait of sewing silks, smelt at the little bag 
filled with wood-roffe she kept among them. He sat down 
at the piano, playing tunes with one finger, thinking : “To- 
night she’ll play; I shall watch her while she’s playing; 
it does me good to watch her.” He took up the book, which 
still lay where she had placed it beside him, and tried to 
read. But Megan’s little, sad figure began to come back at 
once, and he got up and leaned in the window, listening to 
the thrushes in the Crescent gardens, gazing at the sea, 
dreamy and blue below the trees. A servant came in and 
cleared the tea away, and he still stood, inhaling the eve- 
ning air, trying not to think. Then he saw the Hallidays 
coming through the gate of the Crescent, Stella a little in 
front of Phil and the children, with their baskets, and in- 
stinctively he drew back. His heart, too sore and discom- 
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fited, shrank from this encounter, yet wanted its friendly 
solace — bore a grudge against this influence., yet craved its 
cool innocence, and the pleasure of watching Stella s face. 
From against the wall behind the piano he saw her come 
in and stand looking a little blank as though disappointed , 
then she saw him and smiled, a swift, brilliant smile which 
warmed yet irritated Ashurst. 

“You never came after us, Frank. 

“No; I found I couldn't” 

“Look! We picked such lovely late violets! She held 
out a bunch. Ashurst put his nose to them, and there 
stirred within him vague longings, chilled instantly by a 
vision of Megan's anxious face lifted to the faces of the 

passers-by. . „ 

He said shortly: “How jolly!” and turned away. He 
went up to his room, and, avoiding the children who were 
coming up the stairs, threw himself on his bed, and lay 
there with his arms crossed over his face. Now that he felt 
the die really cast, and Megan given up, he hated himselt, 
and almost hated the Hallidays and their atmosphere of 
healthy, happy English homes. Why should they have 
chanced here, to drive away first love— to show him that he 
was going to be no better than a common seducer? What 
right had Stella, with her fair, shy beauty, to make him 
know for certain that he would never marry Megan; and 
tarnishing it all, bring him such bitterness of regretful 
longing and such pity? Megan would be back by now, 
worn out by her miserable seeking — poor little thing,— 
expecting, perhaps, to find him there when she reached 
home. Ashurst bit at his sleeve, to stifle a groan of re- 
morseful longing. He went to dinner glum and silent, and 
his mood threw a dinge even over the children. It was a, 
melancholy, rather ill-tempered evening, for they were all 
tired; several times he caught Stella looking at him with a 
hurt, puzzled expression, and this pleased his evil mood. 
He slept miserably; got up quite early, and wandered out. 
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He went down to the beach. Alone there with the serene, 
the blue, the sunlit sea, his heart relaxed a litcle. Con- 
ceited fool — to think that Megan would take it so hard ! In 

a week or two she would almost have forgotten ! And he 

well, he would have the reward of virtue ! A good young 
man! If Stella knew, she would give him her blessing for 
resisting that devil she believed in ; and he uttered a hard 
laugh. But slowly the peace and beauty of sea and sky, the 
flight of the lonely seagulls, made him feel ashamed. He 
bathed, and turned homewards. 

In the Crescent gardens Stella herself was sitting on a 
camp stool, sketching. He stole up close behind. How fair 
and pretty she was, bent diligently, holding up her brush, 
measuring, wrinkling her brows. 

He said gently : 

“Sorry I was such a beast last night, Stella.” 

She turned round, startled, flushed very pink, and said 
in her quick way : 

“It’s all right. I knew there w^s something. Between 
friends it doesn’t matter, does it?” 

Ashurst answered : 

“Between friends — and we are, aren’t we?” 

She looked up at him, nodded vehemently, and her upper 
teeth gleamed again in that swift, brilliant smile. 

Three days later he went back to London, traveling with 
the Hallidays. He had not written to the farm. What was 
there he could say? 

On the last day of April in the following year he and 
Stella were married. . . . 

Such were Ashurst’s memories, sitting against the wall 
among the gorse, on his silver-wedding day. At .this very 
spot, where he had laid out the lunch, Megan must have 
stood outlined against the sky when he had first caught 
I sight of her. Of all queer coincidences ! And there moved 
j in him a longing to go down and see again the farm and 
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the orchard, and the meadow of the gypsy bogle. It would 

not take long ; Stella would be an hour yet, perhaps. 

How well he remembered it all — the” little crowning 
group of pine trees, the steep-up grass hill behind! He 
paused at the farm gate. The low stone house, the yew- 
tree porch, the flowering currants — not changed a bit; 
even the old green chair was out there on the grass under 
the window, where he had reached up to her that night to 
take the key. Then he turned down the lane, and stood 
leaning on the orchard gate — gray skeleton of a gate, as 
then. A black pig even was wandering in there among the 
trees. Was it true that twenty-six years had passed, or 
had he dreamed and awakened to find Megan waiting for 
him by the big apple-tree? Unconsciously he put up his 
hand to his grizzled beard and brought himself back 
to reality. Opening the gate, he made his way down 
through the docks and nettles till he came to the edge, 
and the old apple-tree itself. Unchanged! A little more 
of the gray-green lichen, a dead branch or two, and for the 
rest it might have been only last night that he had em- 
braced that mossy trunk after Megan's flight and inhaled 
its woody savor, while above his head the moonlit blossom 
had seemed to breathe and live. In that early spring a few 
buds were showing already ; the blackbirds shouting their 
songs, a cuckoo calling, the sunlight bright and warm. 
Incredibly the same — the chattering trout-stream, the 
narrow pool he had lain in every morning, splashing the 
water over his flanks and chest; and out there in the wild 
meadow the beech dump and the stone where the gypsy 
bogle was supposed to sit. And an ache for lost youth, a 
hankering, a sense of wasted love and sweetness, gripped 
Ashurst by the throat. Surely, on this earth of such wild 
beauty, one was meant to hold rapture to one's heart, as 
this earth and sky held it ! And yet, one could not ! 

He went to the edge of the stream, and, looking down 
at the little pool, thought: “Youth and spring! What has 
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become of them all, I wonder ?” And then, in sudden fear 
of having this memory jarred by human encounter, he 
went back to the lane, and pensively retraced his steps to 
the cross-roads. 

Beside the car an old, gray-bearded laborer was leaning 
on a stick, talking to the chauffeur. He broke off at once, 
as though guilty of disrespect, and, touching his hat, pre- 
pared to limp on down the lane. 

Ashurst pointed to the narrow green mound. “Can you 
tell me what this is?” 

The old fellow stopped ; on his face had come a look as 
though he were thinking: “You’ve come to the right shop, 
mister !” 

“ ’Tes a grave,” he said. 

“But why out here?” 

The old man smiled. “That’s a tale, as yu may say. An 
not the first time as I’ve a-told et — there’s plenty folks 
asks ’bout that bit o’ turf. ‘Maid’s Grave’ us calls et, 
’ereabouts.” 

Ashurst held out his pouch. “Have a fill ?” 

The old man touched his hat again, and slowly filled an 
old clay pipe. His eyes, looking upward out of a mass of 
wrinkles and hair, were still quite bright. 

“If yu don’ mind, zurr, I’ll zet down— my leg’s ’urtitT a 
bit to-day.” And he sat down on the mound of turf. 

“There’s always a vlower on this grave. An’ ’tain’t so 
very lonesome, neither ; brave lot o’ folks goes by now, in 
they new'' motor cars an’ things — not as ’twas in th’ old 
days. She’ve a-got company up ’ere. ’Twas a poor soul 
killed ’erself.” 

“I see!” said Ashurst. “Cross-roads burial. I didn’t 
know that custom was kept up.” 

“Ah ! but ’twas a main long time ago. Us ’ad a parson 
as was very God-fearin’ then. Let me see. I’ve ’ad my 
pension six year come Michaelmas, an’ I were just on 
fifty when ’t ’appened. There’s none livin’ knows more 
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about et than what I du. She belonged close 'ere; same 

farm as where I used to work along o' Mrs. Narracombe — 

J tes Nick Narracombe's now ; I dus a bit for 'im still, odd 

times/' 

Ashurst, who was leaning against the gate, lighting his 
pipe, left his curved hands before his face for long after 
the flame of the match had gone out. 

“Yes?" he said, and to himself his voice sounded hoarse 
tnd queer. 

“She was one in an 'underd, poor maid! I putts a 
viewer 'ere every time I passes. Pretty maid an' gude 
maid she was, though they wouldn't burry 'er up tu th' 
church, nor where she wanted to be hurried neither." The 
old laborer paused, and put his hairy, twisted hand flat 
down on the turf beside the bluebells. 

“Yes?" said Ashurst. 

“In a manner of speakin'," the old man went on, “I 
think as 'twas a love-story — though there’s no one never 
knu for zartin. Yu can’t tell what's in a maid's 'ead — but 
that's wot I think about it." He drew his hand along the 
turf. ‘T was fond o' that maid — don’ know as there was 
any one as wasn’ fond of 'er. But she was tu lovin'-'earted 
— that's where 'twas, I think." He looked up. And 
Ashurst, whose lips were trembling in the cover of his 
beard, murmured again : “Yes ?" 

“ 'Twas in the spring, 'bout now as’t might be, or a 
little later — blossom time — an' we 'ad one o' they young 
college gentlemen stayin' at the farm- — nice feller tu, with 
'is 'ead in the air. I liked 'e very well, an' I never see 
nothin' between 'em, but to my thinkin' 'e turned the maid's 
fancy." The old man took the pipe out of his mouth, spat, 
and went on: 

“Yu see, 'e went away sudden one day, an' never come 
back. They got 'is knapsack and bits o’ things down there 
still. That's what stuck in my mind — 'is never sendin' for 
'em. 'Is name was Ashes, or somethin' like that/' 
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“Yes?” said Ashurst once more. 

The old man^ licked his lips. 

# never said nothin’, but from that day ’er went 
kind of dazed lukin’ ; didn’ seem rightly therr at all. I 
never knu a ’uman creature so changed in me life — never. 
There was another young feller at the farm — Joe Bidda- 
ford ’is name wer’, that was praaperly sweet on ’er, tu; 
I guess ’e used to plague ’er wi’ ’is attentions. She got 
to luke quite wild. I’d zee her sometimes of an avenin’ 
when I was bringin’ up the calves ; ther’ she’d stand in tfa’ 
orchard, under the big apple-tree, lukin’ straight before 
er. ‘Y ell,’ I used t’ think, T dunno what ’tes that’s the 
matter wi’ yu, but yu’111 lukin’ pittiful, that yu be!’ ” 

The old man relit his pipe, and sucked at it reflectively. 
“Yes?” said Ashurst. 

“I remembers one day I said to ’er : ‘ What’s the matter, 
Megan ? er name was Megan David, she come from. 
W ales same as ’er aunt, ol’ Missis Narracombe, ‘Yu’m 
frettin’ about something,’ I says. ‘^Sio, Jim,’ she says, T’m 
not frettin’.’ ‘Yes, yu be!’ I says. ‘No,’ she says, and tu 
tears cam’ rollin’ out. ‘Yu’m cryin’— what’s that, then?’ I 
says. She putts ’er ’and over ’er ’eart: ‘It ’urts me,’ she 
says ; ‘but ’twill sune be better,’ she says. ‘But if anything 
shude ’appen to me, Jim, I wants to be buried under this 
’ere apple-tree.’ I laughed. ‘W/'hat’s goin’ to ’appen to yu?’ I 
says: ‘don’t ’ee be fulish.’ ‘No,’ she says, ‘I won’t be 
fulish.’ Well, I know what maids are, an’ I never thought 
no more about et, till tu days arter that, ’bout six in the 
avenin’ I was cornin’ up wi’ the calves, when I see some- 
thin’ dark lyin’ in the strame, close to that big apple-tree. 

I says to meself : ‘Is that a pig — funny place for a pig to 
get to!’ an’ I goes up to et, an’ I see what ’twas.” 

The old man stopped : his eyes, turned upward, had a 
bright, suffering look. 

“ ’Twas the maid, in a little narrer pool ther’ that’s made 
by the stoppin’ of a rock — where I see the young gentle- 
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man bathin’ once or twice. ’Er was lyin’ on ’er face in the 
waiter. There was a plant o’ goldie-cups growin’ out o’ 
the stone just above ’er ’ead. An’ when I come to luke at 
’er face, ’twas luvly, butiful, so calm’s a baby’s — wonder- 
ful butiful et was. When the doctor saw ’er, ’e said : ‘ ’Er 
culdn’ never a-done it in that little bit o’ waiter if ’er 
’adn’t a-been in an extarsy.’ Ah ! an’ judgin’ from ’er face, 
that was just ’ow she was. Et made me cry praaper — 
butiful et was! ’Twas June then, but she’d a-found a little 
bit of apple blossom left over somewheres, and stuck et in 
’er ’air. That’s why I thinks ’er must a-been in an extarsy, 
to go to et gay, like that. Why ! there wasn’t more than a 
fute and ’arf o’ watter. But I tell ’ee one thing — that 
meadder’s ’arnted ; I knu et, an’ she knu et ; an’ no one’ll 
persuade me as ’tesn’t. I told ’em what she said to me 
’bout bein’ hurried under th’ apple-tree. But I think that 
turned ’em — made et luke tu much ’s ef she’d ’ad it in ’er 
mind deliberate ; an’ so they hurried ’er up ’ere. Parson we 
’ad then was very particular, ’e was.” 

Again the old man drew his hand over the turf. 

“ ’Tes wonderful* et seems,” he added slowly, “what 
maids ’ll du for love. She ’ad a lovin’ ’eart ; I guess ’twas 
broken. But us never knu nothin’ !” 

He looked up as if for approval of his story, but 
Ashurst had walked past him as if he were not there. 

Up on the top of the hill, beyond where he had spread 
the lunch, over, out of sight, he lay down on his face. So 
had his virtue been rewarded, and “the Cyprian,” goddess 
of love, taken her revenge ! And before his eyes, dim with 
tears, came Megan’s face with the sprig of apple blossoms 
in her dark, wet hair. 'What did I do that was wrong?’ 
he thought. ‘What did I do?’ But he could not answer. 
Spring, with its rush of passion, its flowers and song— the 
spring in his heart and Megan’s ! Was it just Love seeking 
a victim! The Greek was right, then — the words of the 
“Hippolytus” as true to-day ! 
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“For mad is the heart of Love , 

And gold the gleam of his wing; 

And all to the spell thereof 
Bend when he makes his spring. 

All life that is wild and young 
In mountain and wave and stream , 

All that of earth is sprung , 

Or breathes in the red sunbeam; 

Yea, and Mankind. O’er all a royal throne 
Cyprian, Cyprian , is thine alone l” 

The Greek was right! Megan! Poor little Megan — 
coming over the hill ! Megan under the old apple-tree 
waiting and looking! Megan dead, with beauty printed 
on her ! . . . 

A voice said : 

“Oh, there you are ! Look.” 

Ashurst rose, took his wife's sketch, and stared at it in 
silence. % 

“Is the foreground right, Frank?" 

“Yes." 

“But there’s something wanting, isn’t there ?” 

Ashurst nodded. Wanting? The apple-tree, the singing, 
and the gold ! 


j 






. : £'/ £ 


ir! 

•V'i ! 







PAUL’S CASE 


It was Paul’s afternoon to appear before the faculty of 
the Pittsburgh High School to account for his various mis- 
demeanors. He had been suspended a week ago, and his 
father had called at the Principal^ office and confessed 
his perplexity about his son. Paul entered the faculty-room 
suave and smiling. His clothes were a trifle outgrown, 
and the tan velvet on the collar of his open overcoat was 
frayed and worn; but for all that there was something 
of the dandy about him, and he wore an opal pin in his 
neatly knotted black four-in-hand, and a red carnation in 
his buttonhole. This latter adornment the faculty some- 
how felt was not properly significant of the contrite spirit 
befitting a boy under the ban of suspension. 

Paul was tall for his age and very thin, with high, 
cramped shoulders and a narrow chest. His eyes were 
remarkable for a certain hysterical brilliancy, and he con- 
tinually used them in a conscious, theatrical sort of way, 
peculiarly offensive in a boy. The pupils were abnormally 
large, as though he were addicted to belladonna, but there 
was a glassy glitter about them which that drug does not 
produce. 

When questioned by the Principal as to why he was 
there, Paul stated, politely enough, that he wanted to 
come back to school. This was a lie, but Paul was quite 
accustomed to lying; found it, indeed, indispensable for 
overcoming friction. His teachers were asked to state their 
respective charges against him, which they did with such 
a rancor and aggrievedness as evinced that this was not a 
usual case. Disorder and impertinence were among the 



194 GREAT MODERN SHORT STORIES 

offenses named, yet each of his instructors felt that it 
was scarcely possible to put into words the real cause of 
the trouble, which lay in a sort of hysterically defiant 
manner of the boy's; in the contempt which they all knew 
he felt for them, and which he seemingly made not the 
least effort to conceal. Once, when he had been making 
a synopsis of a paragraph at the blackboard, his English 
teacher had stepped to his side and attempted to guide his 
hand, Paul had started back with a shudder and thrust 
. his hands violently behind him. The astonished woman 
could scarcely have been more hurt and embarrassed had 
he struck at her. The insult was so involuntary and defi- 
nitely personal as to be unforgettable. In one way and 
another, he had made all his teachers, men and women 
alike, conscious of the same feeling of physical aversion. 
In one class he habitually sat with his hand shading his 
eyes ; in another he awavs looked out of the window during 
the recitation ; in another he made a running commentary 
on the lecture, with humorous intent. 

His teachers felt this afternoon that his whole attitude 
was symbolized by his shrug and his flippantly red car- 
nation flower, and they fell upon him without mercy, his 
English teacher leading the pack. He stood through it 
smiling, his pale lips parted over his white teeth. (His 
lips were continually twitching, and he had a habit of 
raising his eyebrows that was contemptuous and irritat- 
ing to the last degree.) Older boys than Paul had broken 
down and shed tears under that ordeal, but his set smile 
did not once desert him, and his only sign of discomfort 
was the nervous trembling of the fingers that toyed with 
the buttons of his overcoat, and an occasional jerking of 
the other hand which held his hat. Paul was always smil- 
ing, always glancing about him, seeming to feel that 
people might be watching him and trying to detect some- 
thing. This conscious expression, since it was so far as 

Sil 
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possible from boyish mirthfulness, was usually attributed 
to insolence or “smartness.” 

As the inquistion proceeded, one of his instructors re- 
peated an impertinent remark of the boy’s, and the Prin- 
cipal asked him whether he thought that a courteous speech 
to make to a woman. Paul shrugged his shoulders slightly 
and his eyebrows twitched. 

“I don’t know,” he replied. “I didn’t mean to be polite 
or impolite, either. I guess it’s a sort of way I have, of 
saying things regardless.” 

The Principal asked him whether he didn’t think that a 
way it would be well to get rid of. Paul grinned and said 
he guessed so. When he was told that he could go, he 
bowed gracefully and went out. His bow was like a repe- 
tition of the scandalous red carnation. 

His teachers were in despair, and his drawing master 
voiced the feeling of them all when he declared there was 
something about the boy which none of them understood. 
He added : “I don’t really believe that smile of his comes 
altogether from insolence ; there’s something sort of 
haunted about it. The boy is not strong, for one thing. 
There is something wrong about the fellow.” 

The drawing master had come to realize that, in looking 
at Paul, one saw only his white teeth and the forced anima- 
tion of his eyes. One warm afternoon the boy had gone to 
sleep at his drawing-board, and his master had noted with 
amazement what a white, blue-veined face it was ; drawn 
and wrinkled like an old man’s about the eyes, the lips 
twitching even in his sleep. 

His teachers left the building dissatisfied and unhappy; 
humiliated to have felt so vindictive towards a mere boy, to 
have uttered this feeling in cutting terms, and to have set 
each other on, as it were, in the gruesome game of intem- 
perate reproach. One of them rememberd having seen a 
miserable street cat set at bay by a ring of tormentors. 

As for Paul, he ran down the hill whistling the Soldiers’ 
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was scarcely possible to put into words the real cause of 
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least effort to conceal. Once, when he had been making 
a synopsis of a paragraph at the blackboard, his English 
teacher had stepped to his side and attempted to guide his 
hand. Paul had started back with a shudder and thrust 
his hands violently behind him. The astonished woman 
could scarcely have been more hurt and embarrassed had 
he struck at her. The insult was so involuntary and defi- 
nitely personal as to be unforgettable. In one way and 
another, he had made all his teachers, men and women 
alike, conscious of the same feeling of physical aversion. 
In one class he habitually sat with his hand shading his 
eyes ; in another he aways looked out of the window during 
the recitation ; in another he made a running commentary 
on the lecture, with humorous intent. 

His teachers felt this afternoon that his whole attitude 
was symbolized by his shrug and his flippantly red car- 
nation flower, and they fell upon him without mercy, his 
English teacher leading the pack. He stood through it 
smiling, his pale lips parted over his white teeth. (His 
lips were continually twitching, and he had a habit of 
raising his eyebrows that was contemptuous and irritat- 
ing to the last degree.) Older boys than Paul had broken 
down and shed tears under that ordeal, but his set smile 
did not once desert him, and his only sign of discomfort 
was the nervous trembling of the fingers that toyed with 
the buttons of his overcoat, and an occasional jerking of 
the other hand which held his hat. Paul was always smil- 
ing, always glancing about him, seeming to feel that 
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possible from boyish mirthfulness, was usually attributed 
to insolence or “smartness.” 

As the inquistion proceeded, one of his instructors re- 
peated an impertinent remark of the boy’s, and the Prin- 
cipal asked him whether he thought that a courteous speech 
to make to a woman. Paul shrugged his shoulders slightly 
and his eyebrows twitched. 

“I don’t know,” he replied. “I didn’t mean to be polite 
or impolite, either. I guess it’s a sort of way I have, of 
saying things regardless.” 

The Principal asked him whether he didn’t think that a 
way it would be well to get rid of. Paul grinned and said 
he guessed so. When he was told that he could go, he 
bowed gracefully and went out. His bow was like a repe- 
tition of the scandalous red carnation. 

His teachers were in despair, and his drawing master 
voiced the feeling of them all when he declared there was 
something about the boy which none of them understood. 

He added : “I don’t really believe that smile of his comes 
altogether from insolence ; there’s something sort of 
haunted about it. The boy is not strong, for one thing. 
There is something wrong about the fellow.” 

The drawing master had come to realize that, in looking 
at Paul, one saw only his white teeth and the forced anima- 
tion of his eyes. One warm afternoon the boy had gone to 
sleep at his drawing-board, and his master had noted with 
amazement what a white, blue-veined face it was ; drawn 
and wrinkled like an old man’s about the eyes, the lips | 
twitching even in his sleep. !; 

His teachers left the building dissatisfied and unhappy; | 
humiliated to have felt so vindictive towards a mere boy, to J 

have uttered this feeling in cutting terms, and to have set ] 

each other on, as it were, in the gruesome game of intern- j; 

perate reproach. One of them rememberd having seen a f 

miserable street cat set at bay by a ring of tormentors. 1 . 

As for Paul, he ran down the hill whistling the Soldiers’ 
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Chorus from Faust , looking wildly behind him now and 
then to see whether some of his teachers were not there 
to witness his light-heartedness. As it was * now late in the 
afternoon and Paul was on duty that evening as usher at 
Carnegie Hall, he decided that he would not go home 
to supper. 

When he reached the concert hall the doors were not yet 
open. It was chilly outside, and he decided to go up into 
the picture gallery — always deserted at this hour — where 
there were some of Raffelli’s gay studies of Paris streets 
and an airy blue Venetian scene or two that always ex- 
hilarated him. He was delighted to find no. one in the 
gallery but the old guard, who sat in the corner, a news- 
paper on his knee, a black patch over one eye and the 
other closed. Paul possessed himself of the place and 
walked confidently up and down, whistling under his 
breath. After a while he sat down before a blue Rico and 
lost himself. When he bethought him to look at his watch, 
it was after seven o’clock, and he rose with a start and 
ran downstairs, making a face at Augustus Caesar, peering 
out from the east-room, and an evil gesture at the Venus 
of Milo as he passed her on the stairway. 

When Paul reached the ushers’ dressing-room half-a- 
dozen boys were there already, and he began excitedly to 
tumble into his uniform. It was one of the few that at all 
approached fitting, and Paul thought it very becoming — 
though he knew the tight, straight coat accenuated his 
narrow chest, about which he was exceedingly sensitive. 
He was always excited while he dressed, twanging all over 
to the tuning of the strings and the preliminary flourishes 
of the horns in the music-room ; but to-night he seemed 
quite beside himself, and he teased and plagued the boys 
until, telling him that he was crazy, they put him down on 
the floor and sat on him. 

Somewhat calmed by his suppression, Paul dashed out 
to the front of the house to seat the early comers. He was 
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a model usher. Gracious and smiling he ran up and down 
the aisles. Nothing was too much trouble for him; he car- 
ried messages a\id brought programs as though it were 
his greatest pleasure in life, and all the people in his section 
thought him a charming boy, feeling that he remembered 
and admired them. As the house filled, he grew more and 
more vivacious and animated, and the color came to his 
cheeks and lips. It was very much as though this were a 
great reception and Paul were the host. Just as the mu- 
sicians came out to take their place, his English teacher 
arrived with checks for the seats which a prominent manu- 
facturer had taken for the season. She betrayed some 
embarrassment when she handed Paul the tickets, and a 
hauteur which subsequently made her feel very foolish. 
Paul was startled for a moment, and had the feeling of 
wanting to put her out ; what business had she here among 
all these fine people and gay colors? He looked her over 
and decided that she was not appropriately dressed and 
must be a fool to sit downstairs in such togs. The tickets 
had probably been sent her out of kindness, he reflected, 
as he put down a seat for her, and she had about as much 
right to sit there as he had. 

When the symphony began Paul sank into one of the 
rear seats with a long sigh of relief, and lost himself as he 
had done before the Rico. It was not that symphonies, as 
such, meant anything in particular to Paul, but the first 
sigh of the instruments seemed to free some hilarious 
spirit within him; something that struggled there like the 
Genius in the bottle found by the Arab fisherman. He felt 
a sudden zest of life; the lights danced before his eyes and 
the concert hall blazed into unimaginable splendor. When 
the soprano soloist came on, Paul forgot even the nastiness 
of his teacher's being there, and gave himself up to the 
peculiar intoxication such personages always had for him. 
The soloist chanced to be a German woman, by no means 
in her first youth, and the mother of many children; but 


ig8 GREAT MODERN SHORT STORIES 

she wore a satin gown and a tiara, and she had that 
indefinable air of achievement, that world-shine upon her, 
which always blinded Paul to any possible 'defects. 

After a concert was over, Paul was often irritable and 
wretched until he got to sleep, — and to-night he was even 
more than usually restless. He had the feeling of not being 
able to let down; of its being impossible to give up this 
delicious excitement which was the only thing that could 
be called living at all. During the last number he withdrew 
and, after hastily changing his clothes in the dressing- 
room, slipped out to the side door where the singer’s 
carriage stood. Here he began pacing rapidly up and down 
the walk, waiting to see her come out. 

Over yonder the Schenley, in its vacant stretch, loomed 
big and square through the fine rain, the windows of its 
twelve stories glowing like those of a lighted cardboard 
house under a Christmas tree. All the actors and singers of 
any importance stayed there when they were in the city, 
and a number of the bi^ manufacturers of the place lived 
there in the winter. Paul had often hung about the hotel, 
watching the people go in and out, longing to enter and 
leave schoolmasters and dull care behind him forever. 

At last the singer came out, accompanied by the con- 
ductor, who helped her into her carriage and closed the 
door with a cordial auf wiedersehen , — which set Paul to 
wondering whether she were not an old sweetheart of his. 
Paul followed the carriage over to the hotel, walking so 
rapidly as not to be far from the entrance when the 
singer alighted and disappeared behind the swinging glass 
doors which were opened by a negro in a tall hat and a 
long coat. In the moment that the door was ajar, it 
seemed to Paul that he, too, entered. He seemed to feel 
himself go after her up the steps, into the warm, lighted 
building, into an exotic, a tropical world of shiny, glisten- 
ing surfaces and basking ease. He reflected upon the 
mysterious dishes that were brought into the dining-room, 
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the green bottles in buckets of ice, as he had seen them in 
the supper party pictures of the Sunday supplement. A 
quick gust of wind brought the rain down with sudden 
vehemence, and Paul was startled to find that he was still 
outside in the slush of the gravel driveway; that his boots 
were^ letting in the water and his scanty overcoat was 
clinging wet about him; that the lights in front of the 
concert hall were out, and that the rain was driving in 
sheets between him and the orange glow' of the windows 
above him. There it was, what he wanted- — tangibly before 
him, like the fairy world of a Christmas pantomime; as 
the rain beat in his face, Paul wondered whether he were 
destined always to shiver in the black night outside, look- 
ing up at it. 

He turned and walked reluctantly towards the car tracks. 
The end had to come sometime ; his father in his night- 
clothes at the top of the stairs, explanations that did not 
. explain, hastily improvised fictions that were forever 
tripping him up, his upstairs rooiq and its horrible yellow 
wall-paper, the creaking bureau with the greasy plush 
collar-box, and over his painted wooden bed the pictures 
of George Washington and John Calvin, and the framed 
motto, Feed my Lambs,” which had been worked in red 
worsted by his mother, whom Paul could not remember. 

Half an hour later, Paul alighted from the Negley 
Avenue car and went slowly down one of the side streets 
off the main thoroughfare. It was a highly respectable 
street, where all the houses were exactly alike, and where 
business men of moderate means begot and reared large 
families of children, all of whom went to Sabbath-school 
and learned the shorter catechism, and were interested in 
arithmetic; all of whom were as exactly alike as their 
homes, and of a piece with the monotony in which they 
lived. Paul never went up Cordelia Street without a shudder 
of loathing. His home was next the house of the Cumber- 
land minister. He approached it to-night with the nerveless 
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sense of defeat, the hopeless feeling of sinking back for- 
ever into ugliness and commonness that he had always 
had when he came home. The moment he turned into Cor- 
delia Street he felt the waters close above his head. After 
each of these orgies of living, he experienced all the physi- 
cal depression which follows a debauch; the loathing of 
respectable beds, of common food, of a house permeated 
by kitchen odors ; a shuddering repulsion for the flavorless, 
colorless mass of everyday existence ; a morbid desire for 
cool things and soft lights and fresh flowers. 

The nearer he approached the house, the more abso- 
lutely unequal Paul felt to the sight of it all ; his ugly 
sleeping chamber; the cold bathroom with the grimy zinc 
tub, the cracked mirror, the dripping spiggots ; his father, 
at the top of the stairs, his hairy legs sticking out from 
his nightshirt, his feet thrust into carpet slippers. He was 
so much later than usual that there would certainly be 
inquiries and reproaches. Paul stopped short before the 
door. He felt that he could not be accosted by his father 
to-night ; that he could"' not toss again on that miserable 
bed. He would not go in. He would tell his father that he 
had no car-fare, and it was raining so hard that he had 
gone home with one of the boys and stayed all night. 

Meanwhile, he was wet and cold. He went around to the 
back of the house and tried one of the basement windows, 
found it open, raised it cautiously, and scrambled down 
the cellar wall to the floor. There he stood, holding his 
breath, terrified by the noise he had made ; but the floor 
above him was silent, and there was no creak on the 
stairs. He found a soap-box, and carried it over to the 
soft ring of light that streamed from the furnace door, 
and sat down. He was terribly afraid of rats, so he did 
not' try to sleep, but sat looking distrustfully at the dark, 
s till terrified lest he might have awakened his father. In 
such reactions, after one of the experiences which made 
days and nights out of the dreary blanks of the calendar. 


P AUL’S CASE 201 

when his senses were deadened, Paul’s head was always 
singularly clear. ^ Suppose his father had heard him getting 
in at the window and had come down and shot him for a 
burglar? Then, again, suppose his father had come down, 
pistol in hand, and he had cried out in time to save him- 
self, and his father had been horrified to think how 
nearly he had killed him? Then, again, suppose a day 
should, come when his father would remember that night, 
and wish there had been no warning cry to stay his hand ? 
With this last supposition Paul entertained himself until 
daybreak. 

The following Sunday was fine ; the sodden November 
chill was broken by the last flash of autumnal summer. 
In the morning Paul had to go to church and Sabbath- 
school, as always. On seasonable Sunday afternoons the 
burghers of Cordelia Street usually sat out on their front 
“stoops,” and talked to their neighbors on the next stoop, 
or called to those across the street in neighborly fashion. 
The men sat placidly on gay cushions upon the steps that 
led down to the sidewalk, while the women, in their Sun- 
day “waists,” sat in rockers on the cramped porches, pre- 
tending to be greatly at their ease. The children played in 
the streets; there were so many of them that the place 
resembled the recreation grounds of a kindergarten. The 
men on the steps — all in their shirt sleeves, their vests 
unbuttoned — sat with their legs well apart, their stomachs 
comfortably protruding, and talked of the prices of 
things, or told anecdotes of the sagacity of their various 
chiefs and overlords. They occasionally looked over the 
multitude of squabbling children, listened affectionately to 
their high-pitched, nasal voices, smiling to see their own 
proclivities reproduced in their offspring, and interspersed 
their legends of the iron kings with remarks about their 
sons’ progress at school, their grades in arithmetic, and 
the amounts they had saved in their toy banks. 

On this last Sunday of November, Paul sat all the after- 
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noon on the lowest step of his “stoop/' staring into the 
street, while his sisters, in their rockers, # were talking to 
the minister's daughters next door about how many shirt- 
waists they had made in the last week, and how many 
waffles some one had eaten at the last church supper. 
When the weather was warm, and his father was in a 
particularly jovial frame of mind, the girls made lemonade, 
which was always brought out in a red-glass pitcher, orna- 
mented with forget-me-nots in blue enamel. This the 
girls thought very fine, and the neighbors joked about the 
suspicious color of the pitcher. 

To-day Paul's father, on the top step, was talking to a 
young man who shifted a restless baby from knee to knee. 
I He happened to be the young man who was daily held up 

1 to Paul as a model, and after whom it was his father's 

dearest hope that he would pattern. This young man was 
; of a ruddy complexion, with a compressed, red mouth, 
and faded, near-sighted eyes, over which he wore thick 
{ spectacles, with gold bc&vs that curved about his ears. He 

| was clerk to one of the magnates of a great steel corpora- 

I tion, and was looked upon in Cordelia Street as a young 

I man with a future. There was a story that, some five years 

I ago — he was now barely twenty-six — he had been a trifle 

I “dissipated," but in order to curb his appetites and save 

| the loss of time and strength that a sowing of wild oats 

I might have entailed, he had taken his chief's advice, oft 

| reiterated to his employees, and at twenty-one had married 

I the first woman whom he could persuade to share his for- 

I tunes. She happened to be an angular school mistress, 

! much older than he, who also wore thick glasses, and who 

had now borne him four children, all near-sighted, like 
f herself. 

The young man was relating how his chief, now cruising 
i; in the Mediterranean, kept in touch with all the details of 

| the business, arranging his office hours on his yacht just as 

though he were at home, and “knocking off work enough 



PAUL’S CASE 203 

to keep two stenographers busy.” His father told, in turn, 
the plan his corporation was considering, of putting in an 
electric railway plant at Cairo. Paul snapped his teeth ; he 
had an awful apprehension that they might spoil it all 
before he got there. Yet he rather liked to hear these 
legends of the iron kings, that were told and retold on 
Sundays and holidays; these stories of palaces in Venice, 
yachts on the Mediterranean, and high play at Monte 
Carlo appealed to his fancy, and he was interested in the 
triumphs of cash boys who had become famous, though 
he had no mind for the cash-boy stage. 

After supper was over, and he had helped to dry the 
dishes, Paul nervously asked his father whether he could 
go to George’s to get some help in his geometry, and still 
more nervously asked for car-fare. This latter request he 
had to repeat, as his father, on principle, did not like to 
hear requests for money whether much or little. He asked 
Paul whether he could not go to some boy who lived 
nearer, and told him that he oughj: not to leave his school 
work until Sunday; but he gave him the dime. He was 
not a poor man, but he had a worthy ambition to come 
up in the world. His only reason for allowing Paul to 
usher was that he thought a boy ought to be earning a 
little. 

Paul bounded upstairs, scrubbed the greasy odor of the 
dish-water from his hands with the ill-smelling soap he 
hated, and then shook over his lingers a few drops of 
violet water from the bottle he kept hidden in his drawer. 
He left the house with his geometry conspicuously under 
his arm, and the moment he got out of Cordelia Street 
and boarded a downtown car, he shook off the lethargy of 
two deadening days, and began to live again. 

The leading juvenile of the permanent stock company 
which played at one of the downtown theaters was an 
acquaintance of Paul’s, and the boy had been invited to 
drop in at the Sunday-night rehearsals whenever he could. 
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For more than a year Paul had spent every available mo- 
ment loitering about Charley Edwards’s dressing-room. He 
had won a place among Edwards's following not only 
because the young actor, who could not afford to employ 
a dresser, often found him useful, but because he recog- 
nized in Paul something akin to what churchmen term 
“vocation.” 

It was at the theater and at Carnegie Hall that Paul 
really lived; the rest was but a sleep and a forgetting. 
This was Paul’s fairy tale, and it had for him all the 
allurement of a secret love. The moment he inhaled the 
gassy, painty, dusty odor behind the scenes, he breathed 
like a prisoner set free, and felt within him the possibility 
of doing or saying splendid, brilliant things. The moment 
the cracked orchestra beat out the overture from Martha, 
or jerked at the serenade from Rigoletto , all stupid and 
ugly things slid from him, and his senses were deliciously, 
yet delicately fired. 

Perhaps it was because, in Paul's world, the natural 
nearly always wore the guise of ugliness, that a certain 
element of artificiality seemed to him necessary in beauty. 
Perhaps it was because his experience of life elsewhere 
was so full of Sabbath-school picnics, petty economies, 
wholesome advice as to how to succeed in life, and the 
unescapable odors of cooking, that he found this existence 
so alluring, these smartly clad men and women so at- 
tractive, that he was so moved by these starry apple 
orchards that bloomed perennially under the lime-light. 

It would be difficult to put it strongly enough how con- 
vincingly the stage entrance of that theater was for Paul 
the actual portal of Romance. Certainly none of the com- 
pany ever suspected it, least of all Charley Edwards. It 
was very like the old stories that used to float about 
London of fabulously rich Jews, who had subterranean 
halls, with palms, and fountains, and soft lamps and richly 
appareled women who never saw the disenchanting light 



PAUL’S CASE 205 

of London day. So, in the midst of that smoke-palled city, 
enamored of figures and grimy toil, Paul had his secret 
temple, his wishing-carpet, his bit of blue-and-white Medi- 
terranean shore bathed in perpetual sunshine. 

Several of Paul’s teachers had a theory that his imagina- 
tion had been perverted by garish fiction; but the truth 
was, he scarcely ever read at all The books at home were 
not such as would either tempt or corrupt a youthful 
mind, and as for reading the novels that some of his 
friends urged upon him — well, he got what he wanted 
much more quickly from music; any sort of music, from 
an orchestra to a barrel organ. He needed only the spark, 
the indescribable thrill that made his imagination master 
of his senses, and he could make plots and pictures enough 
of his own. It was equally true that he was not stage- 
struck — not, at any rate, in the usual acceptance of that 
expression. He had no desire to become an actor, any 
more than he had to become a musician. He felt no neces- 
sity to do any of these things ; wh^t he wanted was to see, 
to be in the atmosphere, float on the wave of it, to be 
carried out, blue league after blue league, away from 
everything. 

After a night behind the scenes, Paul found the school- 
room more than ever repulsive ; the bare floors and naked 
walls; the prosy men who never wore frock coats, or 
violets in their buttonholes; the women with their dull 
gowns, shrill voices, and pitiful seriousness about prepo- 
sitions that govern the dative. Pie could not bear to have 
the other pupils think, for a moment, that he took these 
people seriously ; he must convey to them that he consid- 
ered it all trivial, and was there only by way of a joke, 
anyway. He had autograph pictures of all the members of 
the stock company which he showed his classmates, telling 
them the most incredible stories of his familiarity with 
these people, of his acquaintance with the soloists who came 
to Carnegie Hall, his suppers with them and the flower? 
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he sent them. When these stories lost their effect, and his 
audience grew listless, he would bid all the boys good-by, 
announcing that he was going to travel for a while ; going 
to Naples, to California, to Egypt. Then, next Monday, he 
would slip back, conscious and nervously smiling; his 
sister was ill, and he would have to defer his voyage 
until spring. 

Matters went steadily worse with Paul at school In the 
itch to let his instructors know how heartily he despised 
them, and how thoroughly he was appreciated elsewhere, 
he mentioned once or twice that he had no time to fool 
with theorems; adding — with a twitch of the eyebrows 
and a touch of that nervous bravado which so perplexed 
them — that he was helping the people down at the stock 
company; they were old friends of his. 

The upshot of the matter was that the Principal went 
to Pauls father, and Paul was taken out of school and 
put to work. The manager at Carnegie Hall was told to get 
another usher in his st^d ; the doorkeeper at the theater 
was warned not to admit him to the house; and Charley 
Edwards remorsefully promised the boy's father not to see 
him again. 

The members of the stock company were vastly amused 
when some of Pauls stories reached them— especially the 
women. They were hard-working women, most of them 
supporting indolent husbands or brothers, and they laughed 
rather bitterly at having stirred the boy to such fervid and 
florid inventions. They agreed with the faculty and with 
his father that Pauls was a bad case. 

The east-bound train was plowing through a January 
snowstorm ; the dull dawn was beginning to show gray 
when the engine whistled a mile out of Newark. Paul 
started up from the seat where he had lain curled in uneasy 
slumber, rubbed the breath-misted window glass with hfs 
hand, and peered out. The snow was whirling in curling 
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eddies above the white bottom lands, and the drifts lay 
already deep in the fields and along the fences, while 
here and there the long dead grass and dried weed stalks 
protruded black above it. Lights shone from the scattered 
houses, and a gang of laborers who stood beside the track 
waved their lanterns. 

Paul had slept very little, and he felt grimy and uncom- 
fortable. He had made the all-night journey in a day 
coach because he was afraid if he took a Pullman he might 
be seen by some Pittsburgh business man who had noticed 
him in Denny & Carson’s office. When the whistle woke 
him, he clutched quickly at his breast pocket, glancing 
about him with an uncertain smile. But the little, clay- 
bespattered Italians were still sleeping, the slatternly 
women across the aisle were in open-mouthed oblivion, 
and even the crumby, crying babies were for the nonce 
stilled. Paul settled back to struggle with his impatience 
as best he could. 

When he arrived at the Jersey City station, he hurried 
through his breakfast, manifestly* ill at ease and keeping 
a sharp eye about him. After he reached the Twenty-third 
Street station, he consulted a cabman, and had himself 
driven to a men’s furnishing establishment which was just 
opening for the day. He spent upward of two hours there, 
buying with endless reconsidering and great care. His new 
street suit he put on in the fitting-room; the frock coat 
and dress clothes he had bundled into the cab with his new 
shirts. Then he drove to a hatter’s and a shoe house. His 
next errand was at Tiffany’s, where he selected silver 
mounted brushes and a scarf-pin. He would not wait to 
have his silver marked, he said. Lastly, he stopped at a 
trunk shop on Broadway, and had his purchases packed 
into various traveling bags. 

It was a little after one o’clock when he drove up to 
the Waldorf, and, after settling with the cabman, went 
into the office. He registered from Washington; said his 
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mother and father had been abroad, and that he had come 
down to await the arrival of their steamer. He told his 
story plausibly and had no trouble, sinee he offered to 
pay for them in advance, in engaging his rooms ; a sleep- 
ing-room, sitting-room and bath. 

Not once, but a hundred times Paul had planned this 
entry into New York. He had gone over every detail of it 
with Charley Edwards, and in his scrapbook at home there 
were pages of description about New York hotels, cut 
from the Sunday papers. 

When he was shown to his sitting-room on the eighth 
floor, he saw at a glance that everything was as it should 
be; there was but one detail in his mental picture that the 
place did not realize, so he rang for the bell boy and sent 
him down for flowers. He moved about nervously until 
the boy returned, putting away his new linen and fingering 
it delightedly as he did so. When the flowers came, he put 
them hastily into water, and then tumbled into a hot bath. 
Presently he came out of his white bathroom, resplendent 
in his new silk underwear, and playing with the tassels of 
his red robe. The snow was whirling so fiercely outside his 
windows that he could scarcely see across the street; but 
within, the air was deliciously soft and fragrant. He put 
the violets and jonquils on the tabouret beside the couch, 
and threw himself down with a long sigh, covering himself 
with a Roman blanket. He was thoroughly tired ; he had 
been in such haste, he had stood up to such a strain, cov- 
ered so much ground in the last twenty-four hours, that he 
wanted to think how it had all come about. Lulled by the 
sound of the wind, the warm air, and the cool fragrance 
of the flowers, he sank into deep, drowsy retrospection. 

It had been wonderfully simple ; when they had shut 
him out of the theater and concert hall, when they had 
ta ken away his bone, the whole thing was virtually deter- 
mined. The rest was a mere matter of opportunity. The 
only thin g that at all surprised him was his own courage — 
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for he realized well enough that he had always been tor- 
mented by fear, a sort of apprehensive dread that, of late 
years, as the meshes of the lies he had told closed about 
him, had been pulling the muscles of his body tighter and 
tighter. Until now, he could not remember a time when he 
had not been dreading something. Even when he was a 
little boy, it was always there — behind him, or before, or 
on either side. There had always been the shadowed corner, 
the dark place into which he dared not look, but from 
which something seemed always to be watching him — and 
Paul had done things that were not pretty to watch, he 
knew. 

But new he had a curious sense of relief, as though he 
had at last thrown down the gauntlet to the thing in the 
corner. 

Yet it was but a day since he had been sulking in the 
traces; but yesterday afternoon that he had been sent to 
the bank with Denny & Carson's deposit as usual — but 
this time he was instructed to leave % the book to be balanced. 
There was above two thousand dollars in checks, and 
nearly a thousand in the bank notes which he had taken 
from the book and quietly transferred to his pocket. At 
the bank he had made out a new deposit slip. His nerves 
had been steady enough to permit of his returning to the 
office, where he had finished his work and asked for a full 
day's holiday to-morrow, Saturday, giving a perfectly 
reasonable pretext. The bank book, he knew, would not be 
returned before Monday or Tuesday, and his father would 
be out of town for the next week. From the time he slipped 
the bank notes into his pocket until he boarded the night 
train for New York, he had not known a moment's hesita- 
tion. 

How astonishingly easy it had all been; here he was, the 
thing done ; and this time there would be no awakening, no 
figure at the top of the stairs. He watched the snow flakes 
whirling by his window until he fell asleep. 


210 GREAT MODERN SHORT STORIES 

When he awoke, it was four o'clock in the afternoon. 
He bounded up with a start ; one of his precious days gone 
already! He spent nearly an hour in dressing, watching 
every stage of his toilet carefully in the mirror. Everything 
was quite perfect ; he was exactly the kind of boy he had 
always wanted to be. 

When he went downstairs, Paul took a carriage and 
drove up Fifth Avenue toward the Park. The snow had 
somewhat abated ; carriages and tradesmen’s wagons were 
hurrying soundlessly to and fro in the winter twilight ; 
boys in woolen mufflers were shoveling off the doorsteps ; 
the avenue stages made fine spots of color against the white 
street. Here and there on the corners whole flower gardens 
blooming behind glass windows, against which the snow 
flakes stuck and melted ; violets, roses, carnations, lilies of 
the valley — somehow vastly more lovely and alluring that 
they blossomed thus unnaturally in the snow. The Park 
itself was a wonderful stage winter-piece. 

When he returned, tip pause of the twilight had ceased, 
and the tune of the streets had changed. The snow was 
falling faster, lights streamed from the hotels that reared 
their many stories fearlessly up into the storm, defying the 
raging Atlantic winds. A long, black stream of carriages 
poured down the avenue, intersected here and there by 
other streams, tending horizontally. There were a score of 
cabs about the entrance of his hotel, and his driver had to 
wait. Boys in livery were running in and out of the awning 
stretched across the sidewalk, up and down the red velvet 
carpet laid from the door to the street. Above, about, 
within it all, was the rumble and roar, the hurry and toss 
of thousands of human beings as hot for pleasure as him- 
self, and on every side of him towered the glaring affirma- 
tion of the omnipotence of wealth. 

The boy set his teeth and drew his shoulders together in 
a spasm of realization ; the plot of all dramas, the text of 
all romances, the nerve-stuff of all sensations was whirling 



211 


PAUL’S CASE 

about him like the snow flakes. He burnt like a faggot in a 
tempest. 

When Paul *me down to dinner, the music of the 
orchestra floated up the elevator shaft to greet him. As he 
stepped into the thronged corridor, he sank back into one 
of the chairs against the wall to get his breath. The lights, 
the chatter, the perfumes, the bewildering medley of color 
— he had, for a moment, the feeling of not being able to 
stand it. But only for a moment ; these were his own people, 
he told himself. He went slowly about the corridors, 
through the writing-rooms, smoking-rooms, reception- 
rooms, as though he were exploring the chambers of an 
enchanted palace, built and peopled for him alone. 

When he reached the dining-room he sat down at a table 
near a window. The flowers, the white linen, the many- 
colored wine glasses, the gay toilets of the women, the 
low popping of corks, the undulating repetitions of the 
Blue Danube from the orchestra, all flooded Paul's dream 
with bewildering radiance. When the roseate tinge of his 
champagne was added — that cold, precious, bubbling stuff 
that creamed and foamed in his glass — -Paul wondered that 
there were honest men in the world at all. This was what 
all the world was fighting for, he reflected ; this was what 
all the struggle was about. He doubted the reality of his 
past. Plad he ever known a place called Cordelia Street, 
a place where fagged looking business men boarded the 
early car ? Mere rivets in a machine they seemed to Paul, — 
sickening men, with combings of children’s hair always 
hanging to their coats, and the smell of cooking in their 
clothes. Cordelia Street — Ah, that belonged to another time 
and country ! Had he not always been thus, had he not sat 
here night after night, from as far back as he could 
remember, looking pensively over just such shimmering 
textures, and slowly twirling the stem of a glass like this 
one between his thumb and middle finger? He rather 
thought he had. 
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He was not in the least abashed or lonely. He had no 
especial desire to meet or to know any of these people; 
all he demanded was the right to look on and conjecture, to 
watch the pageant. The mere stage properties were all he 
contended for. Nor was he lonely later in the evening, in 
his loge at the Opera. He was entirely rid of his nervous 
misgivings, of his forced aggressiveness, of the imperative 
desire to show himself different from his surroundings. 
He felt now that his surroundings explained him. Nobody 
questioned the purple; he had only to wear it passively. 
He had only to glance down at his dress coat to reassure 
himself that here it would be impossible for any one to 
humiliate him. 

He found it hard to leave his beautiful sitting-room to 
go to bed that night, and sat long watching the raging 
storm from his turret window. When he went to sleep, it 
was with the lights turned on in his bedroom; partly 
because of his old timidity, and partly so that, if he should 
wake in the night, ther^ would be no wretched moment of 
doubt, no horrible suspicion of yellow wall-paper, or of 
Washington and Calvin above his bed. 

On Sunday morning the city was practically snow- 
bound. Paul breakfasted late, and in the afternoon he fell 
in with a wild San Francisco boy, a freshman at Yale, who 
said he had run down for a “little flyer” over Sunday. The 
young man offered to show Paul the night side of the town, 
and the two boys went off together after dinner, not return- 
ing to the hotel until seven o’clock the next morning. They 
had started out in the confiding warmth of a champagne 
friendship, but their parting in the elevator was singularly 
cool. The freshman pulled himself together to make his 
train, and Paul went to bed. He awoke at two o’clock in 
the afternoon, very thirsty and dizzy, and rang for ice- 
water, coffee, and the Pittsburgh papers. 

On the part of the hotel management, Paul excited no 
suspicion. There was this to be said for him, that he wore 


PAUL’S CASE 213 

his spoils with dignity and in no way made himself con- 
spicuous, His chief greediness lay in his ears and eyes, and 
his excesses werfc not offensive ones. His dearest pleasures 
were the gray winter twilights in his sitting-room ; his quiet 
enjoyment of his flowers, his clothes, his wide divan, his 
cigarette and his sense of power. He could not remember a 
time when he had felt so at peace with himself. The mere 
release from the necessity of petty lying, lying every day 
and every day, restored his self-respect. He had never lied 
for pleasure, even at school ; but to make himself noticed 
and admired, to assert his difference from other Cordelia 
Street boys; and he felt a good deal more manly, more 
honest, even, now that he had no need for boastful pre- 
tensions, now that he could, as his actor friends used to 
say, “dress the part.” It was characteristic that remorse 
did not occur to him. His golden days went by without a 
shadow, and he made each as perfect as he could. 

On the eighth day after his arrival in New York, he 
found the whole affair exploited in the Pittsburgh papers, 
exploited with a wealth of detail which indicated that local 
news of a sensational nature was at a low ebb. The firm of 
Denny & Carson announced that the boy's father had 
refunded the full amount of his theft, and that they had 
no intention of prosecuting. The Cumberland minister |iad 
been interviewed, and expressed his hope of yet reclaiming 
the motherless lad, and Paul's Sabbath-school teacher de- 
clared that she would spare no effort to that end. The 
rumor had reached Pittsburgh that the boy had been seen 
in a New York hotel, and his father had gone East to find 
him and bring him home. 

Paul had just come in to dress for dinner; he sank into 
a chair, weak in the knees, and clasped his head in his 
hands. It was to be worse than jail, even ; the tepid waters 
of Cordelia Street were to close over him finally and for- 
ever. The gray monotony stretched before him in hopeless, 
unrelieved years; Sabbath-school, Young People's Meet- 
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in g, the yellow-papered room, the damp dish-towels; it all 
rushed back upon him with sickening vividness. He had 
the old feeling that the orchestra had suddenly stopped, 
the sinking sensation that the play was over. The sweat 
broke out on his face, and he sprang to his feet, looked 
about him with his white, conscious smile, and winked at 
himself in the mirror. With something of the childish 
belief in miracles with which he had so often gone to class, 
all his lessons unlearned, Paul dressed and dashed whistling 
down the corridor to the elevator. 

He had no sooner entered the dining-room and caught 
the measure of the music, than his remembrance was 
lightened by his old elastic power of claiming the moment, 
mounting with it, and finding it all .sufficient. The glare 
and glitter about him, the mere scenic accessories had 
again, and for the last time, their old potency. He would 
show himself that he was game, he would finish the thing 
splendidly. He doubted, more than ever, the existence of 
Cordelia Street, and for the first time he drank his wine 
recklessly. Was he not, after all, one of these fortunate 
beings? Was he not still himself, and in his own place? 
He drummed a nervous accompaniment to the music and 
looked about him, telling himself over and over that it had 
paid. 

He reflected drowsily, to the swell of the violin and the 
chill sweetness of his wine, that he might have clone it more 
wisely. He might have caught an outbound steamer and 
been well out of their clutches before now. But the other 
side of the world had seemed too far away and too uncer- 
tain then; he could not have waited for it; his need had 
been too sharp. If he had to choose over again, he would 
do the same thing to-morrow. He looked affectionately 
about the dining-room, now gilded with a soft mist. Ah, it 
had paid indeed ! - ■ ; 

Paul was awakened next morning by a painful throbbing 
in his head and feet. He had thrown himself across the bed 
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without undressing, and had slept with his shoes on. His 
limbs and hands were lead heavy, and his tongue and throat 
were parched. There came upon him one of those fateful 
attacks of clear-headedness that never occurred except 
when he was physically exhausted and his nerves hung 
loose. He lay still and closed his eyes and let the tide of 
realities wash over him. 

His father was in New York ; “stopping at some joint 
or other/' he told himself. The memory of successive sum- 
mers on the front stoop fell upon him like a weight of 
black water. He had not a hundred dollars left; and he 
knew now, more than ever, that money was everything, the 
wall that stood between all he loathed and all he wanted. 
The thing was winding itself up ; he had thought of that 
on his first glorious day in New York, and had even 
provided a way to snap the thread. It lay on his dressing- 
table now; he had got it out last night when he came 
blindly up from dinner, — but the shiny metal hurt his eyes, 
and he disliked the look of it, anyway. 

He rose and moved about with a painful effort, suc- 
cumbing now and again to attacks of nausea. It was the 
old depression exaggerated; all the world had become 
Cordelia Street. Yet somehow he was not afraid of any- 
thing, was absolutely calm; perhaps because he had looked 
into the dark corner at last, and knew. It was bad enough, 
what he saw there; but somehow not so bad as his long 
fear of it had been. He saw everything clearly now. He 
had a feeling that he had made the best of it, that he had 
lived the sort of life he was meant to live, and for half an 
hour he sat staring at the revolver. But he told himself that 
was not the way, so he went downstairs and took a cab 
to the ferry. 

When Paul arrived at Newark, he got off the train and 
took another cab, directing the driver to follow the Penn- 
sylvania tracks out of the town. The snow lay heavy on the 
roadways and had drifted deep in the open fields. Only 
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here and there the dead grass or dried weed stalks pro- 
jected, singularly black, above it. Once well into the 
country, Paul dismissed the carriage and walked, flounder- 
ing along the tracks, his mind a medley of irrelevant things* 
He seemed to hold in his brain an actual picture of every- 
thing he had seen that morning. He remembered every 
feature of both his drivers, the toothless old woman from 
whom he had bought the red flowers in his coat, the agent 
from whom he had got his ticket, and all of his fellow- 
passengers on the ferry. His mind, unable to cope with 
vital matters near at hand, worked feverishly and deftly 
at sorting and grouping these images. They made for him 
a part of the ugliness of the world, of the ache in his 
head, and the bitter burning on his tongue. He stooped 
and put a handful of snow into his mouth as he walked, 
but that, too, seemed hot. When he reached a little hillside, 
where the tracks ran through a cut some twenty feet below 
him, he stopped and sat down. 

The carnations in hi^ coat were drooping with the cold, 
he noticed ; all their red glory over. It occurred to him that 
all the flowers he had seen in the show windows that first 
night must have gone the same way, long before this. It 
was only one splendid breath they had, in spite of their 
brave mockery at the winter outside the glass. It was a 
losing game in the end, it seemed, this revolt against the 
homilies by which the world is run. Paul took one of the 
blossoms carefully from his coat and scooped a little hole 
in the snow, where he covered it up. Then he dozed a 
while, from his weak condition, seeming insensible to the 
cold. 

The sound of an approaching train woke him, and he 
started to his feet, remembering only his resolution, and 
afraid lest he should be too late. He stood watching the 
approaching locomotive, his teeth chattering, his lips drawn 
away from them in a frightened smile; once or twice he 
glanced nervously sidewise, as though he were being 
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watched. When the right moment came, he jumped. As 
he fell, the folly of his haste occurred to him with merciless 
clearness, the vastness of what he had left undone. There 
flashed through his brain, clearer than ever before, the 
blue of Adriatic water, the yellow of Algerian sands. 

He felt something strike his chest, — his body was being 
thrown swiftly through the air, on and on, immeasurably 
far and fast, while his limbs gently relaxed. Then, be- 
cause the picture-making mechanism was crushed, the dis- 
turbing visions flashed into black, and Paul dropped back 
into the immense design of things. 





I’M A FOOL 


It was a hard jolt for me, one of the most bitterest I 
ever had to face. And it all came about through my own 
foolishness, too. Even yet sometimes, when I think of it, I 
want to cry or swear or kick myself. Per Imps, even now, 
after all this time, there will be a kind of satisfaction in 
making myself look cheap by telling of it. 

It began at three o’clock one October afternoon as I 
sat in the grand stand at the fall trotting and pacing meet 
at Sandusky, Ohio. 

To tell the truth, I felt a little foolish that I should be 
sitting in the grand stand at all. During the summer before 
I had left my home town with Harry Whitehead and, with 
a nigger named Burt, had taken a job as swipe with one j 
of the two horses Harry was campaigning through the fall , 

race meets that year. Mother cried and my sister Mildied, j 

who wanted to get a job as a school teacher in our town 
that fall, stormed and scolded about the house all during 
the week before I left. They both thought it something 
disgraceful that one of our family should take a place as j 
a swipe with race horses. I ve an idea Mildied thought 
my taking the place would stand in the way of her getting I 
the job she’d been working so long for. 

But after all I had to work, and there was no other 
work to be got. A big lumbering fellow of nineteen 
couldn’t just hang around the house and I had got too 
big to mow people’s lawns and sell newspapers. Little 
chaps who could get next to people’s sympathies by their 
sizes were always getting jobs away from me. There was j 
one fellow who kept saying to every one who wanted a 
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lawn mowed or a cistern cleaned, that he was saving 
money to work his way through college, and I used to lay 
awake nights thinking up ways to injure him without 
being found out. I kept thinking of wagons running over 
him and bricks falling on his head as he walked along the 
street. But never mind him. 

I got the place with Harry and I liked Burt fine. We 
got along splendid together. He was a big nigger with a 
lazy sprawling body and soft, kind eyes, and when it 
came to a fight he could hit like Jack Johnson. He had 
Bucephalus, a big black pacing stallion that could do 2.09 
or 2.10, if he had to, and I had a little gelding named 
Doctor Fritz that never lost a race all fall when Harry 
wanted him to win. 

We set out from home late in July in a box car with 
the two horses and after that, until late November, we 
kept moving along to the race meets and the fairs. It was 
a peachy time for me, 111 say that. Sometimes now I think 
that boys who are raised regular in houses, and never have 
a fine nigger like Burt for best friend, and go to high 
schools and college, and never steal anything, or get drunk 
a little, or learn to swear from fellows who know how, or 
come walking up in front of a grand stand in their shirt 
sleeves and with dirty horsey pants on when the races are 
going on and the grand stand is full of people all dressed 
up — -What’s the use of talking about it? Such fellows 
don’t know nothing at all. They’ve never had no oppor- 
tunity. 

But I did. Burt taught me how to rub down a horse 
and put the bandages on after a race and steam a horse 
out and a lot of valuable things for any man to know. 
He could wrap a bandage on a horse’s leg so smooth 
that if it had been the same color you would think it was 
his skin, and I guess he’d have been a big driver, too, 
and got to the top like Murphy and Walter Cox and the 
others if he hadn’t been black. 
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Gee whizz, it was fun. You got to a county seat town, 
maybe say on a Saturday or Sunday, and the fair began 
the next Tuesday and lasted until Friday afternoon. 
Doctor Fritz would be, say in the 2.25 trot on Tuesday 
afternoon and on Thursday afternoon Bucephalus would 
knock ’em cold in the “free-for-all” pace. It left you a lot 
of time to hang around and listen to horse talk, and see 
Burt knock some yap cold that got too gay, and you’d find 
out about horses and men and pick up a lot of stuff you 
could use all the rest of your life, if you had some sense 
and salted down what you heard and felt and saw. 

And then at the end of the week when the race meet 
was over, and Harry had run home to tend to his livery 
stable business, you and Burt hitched the two horses to 
carts and drove slow and steady across country, to the 
place for the next meeting, so as to not overheat the 
horses, etc., etc., you know. 

Gee whizz, Gosh amighty, the nice hickory nut and 
beechnut and oaks and other kinds of trees along the roads, 
all brown and red, and the good smells, and Burt singing 
a song that was called “Deep River,” and the country girls 
at the windows of houses and everything. You can stick 
your colleges up your nose for all me. I guess I know 
where I got my education. 

Why, one of those little burgs of towns you come to 
on the way, say now on a .Saturday afternoon, and Burt 
says, “Let’s lay up here.” And you did. 

And you took the horses to a livery stable and fed them, 
and you got your good clothes out of a box and put 
them on. 

And the town was full of farmers gaping, because they 
could see you were race horse people, and the kids maybe 
never see a nigger before and was afraid and run away 
when the two of us walked down their main street. 

And that was before prohibition and all that foolish- 
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ness, and so you went into a saloon, the two of you, and 
all the yaps come and stood around, and there was always 
some one pretended he was horsey and kfiew things and 
spoke up and began asking questions, and all you did was 
to lie and lie all you could about what horses you ^ had, 
and I said I owned them, and then some fellow said “Will 
vou have a drink of whisky?” and Burt knocked his eye 
out the way he could say, off-hand like, “Oh, well, all 
right. I’m agreeable to a little nip. Ill split a quart with 
you.” Gee whizz. 

But that isn’t what I want to tell my story about. We 
got home late in November and I promised mother I d 
quit the race horses for good. There’s a lot of things 
you’ve got to promise a mother because she dont know 

any better. 

And so, there not being any work in our town any 
more than when I left there to go to the races, I went off 
to Sandusky and got a pretty good place taking care ot 
horses for a man who owned a teaming and delivery and 
storage and coal and real estate business there. It was a 
pretty good place with good eats, and a day off each week, 
and sleeping on a cot in a big barn, and mostly just shovel- 
ing in hay and oats to a lot of big good-enough skates of 
horses, that couldn’t have trotted a race with a toad. I 
wasn’t dissatisfied and I could send money home, 
i And then, as I started to tell you, the fall races come 
to Sandusky and I got the day off and I went. I left the 
job at noon and had on my good clothes and my new 
brown derby hat, I’d just bought the Saturday before, and 
a stand-up collar. 

.1 First of all I went downtown and walked about witn 
i the dudes. I’ve always thought to myself, “put up a good 
front” and so I did it. I had forty dollars in my pocket 
* and so I went into the West House, a big hotel, and 
walked up to the cigar stand. “Give me three twenty-five 
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cent cigars,” I said. There was a lot of horsemen and 
strangers and dressed-up people from other towns standing 
around in the lbbby and in the bar, and I mingled amongst 
them. In the bar there was a fellow with a cane and a 
Windsor tie on, that it made me sick to look at him. I 
like a man to be a man and dress up, but not to go put 
on that kind of airs. So I pushed him aside, kind of rough, 
and had me a drink of whisky. And then he looked at 
me, as though he thought maybe he'd get gay, but he 
changed his mind and didn't say anything. And then I 
had another drink of whisky, just to show him something,, 
and went out and had a hack out to the races, all to myself, 
and when I got there I bought myself the best seat I could 
get up in the grand stand, but didn't go in for any of 
those boxes. That's putting on too many airs. 

And so there I was, sitting up in the grand stand as gay 
as you please and looking down on the swipes coming 
out with their horses, and with their dirty horsey pants 
on and the horse blankets swung over their shoulders, same 
as I had been doing all the year before. I liked one thing 
about the same as the other, sitting up there and feeling 
grand and being down there and looking up at the yaps 
and feeling grander and more important, too. One thing's 
about as good as another, if you take it just right. I've 
often said that. 

Well, right in front of me, in the grand stand that day, 
there was a fellow with a couple of girls and they was 
about my age. The young fellow was a nice guy all right. 
He was the kind maybe that goes to college and then 
comes to be a lawyer or maybe a newspaper editor or 
something like that, but he wasn't stuck on himself. There 
are some of that kind are all right and he was one of 
the ones. 

He had his sister with him and another girl and the 
sister looked around over his shoulder/accidental at first, 
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not intending to start anything— she wasn’t that kind— 

and her eyes and mine happened to meet. ^ 

You know how it is. Gee, she was a peach ! She had 
on a soft dress, kind of a blue stuff and it looked carelessly 
made, but was well sewed and made and everything. I 
knew that much. I blushed when she looked right at me 
and so did she. She was the nicest girl I’ve ever seen in 
my life. She wasn’t stuck on herself and she could talk 
proper grammar without being like a school teacher or 
something like that. What I mean is, she was O. K. I think 
maybe her father was well-to-do, but not rich to make her 
chesty because she was his daughter, as some are.. Maybe 
he owned a drug store or a drygoods store in their home 
town, or something like that. She never told me and I 
never asked. 

My own people are all O. K. too, when you come to 
that. My grandfather was Welsh and over in the old 
country, in Wales he was — But never mind that. 

The first heat of the first race come off and the young 
fellow setting there with the two girls left them and went 
down to make a bet. I knew what he was up to, but he 
didn’t talk big and noisy and let every one around know 
he was a sport, as some do. He wasn’t that kind. Well, he 
came back and I heard him tell the two girls what horse 
he’d bet on, and when the heat was trotted they all half 
got to their feet and acted in the excited, sweaty way 
people do when they’ve got money down on a race, and the 
horse they bet on is up there pretty close at the end, and 
they think maybe he’ll come on with a rush, but he never 
does because he hasn’t got the old juice in him, come right 
down to it. 

And then, pretty soon, the horses came out for the 2.18 
pa ce and there was a horse in it I knew. He was a horse 
Bob French had in his string but Bob didn’t own him. He 
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was a horse owned by a Mr. Mathers down at Marietta, 
Ohio. 

This Mr. Mothers had a lot of money and owned some 
coal 'mines or something, and he had a swell place out in 
the country, and he was stuck on race horses, but was a 
Presbyterian or something, and 1 think more than likely 
his wife was one, too, maybe a stiffer one than himself. 
So he never raced his horses hisself, and the story round 
the Ohio race tracks was that when one of his horses got 
ready to go to the races he turned him over to Bob French 
and pretended to his wife he was sold. 

So Bob had the horses and he did pretty much as he 
pleased and you can’t blame Bob, at least, I never did. 
Sometimes he was out to win and sometimes he wasn’t. 
I never cared much about that when I was swiping a 
horse. What I did want to know was that my horse had 
the speed and could go out in front, if you wanted 
him to. 

And, as I’m telling you, there was Bob in this race with 
one of Mr. Mathers’ horses, was named “About Ben 
Ahem” or something like that, and was fast as a streak. 
He was a gelding and had a mark of 2.21, but could step 
in .08 or .09. 

Because when Burt and I were out, as I’ve told you, 
the year before, there was a nigger, Burt knew, worked 
for Mr. Mathers and we went out there one day when we 
didn’t have no race on at the Marietta Fair and our boss 
Harry was gone home. 

And so every one was gone to the fair but just this 
one nigger and he took us all through Mr. Mathers’ swell 
house and he and Burt tapped a bottle of wine Mr. 
Mathers had hid in his bedroom, back in a closet, without 
his wife knowing, and he showed us this Ahem horse. 
Burt was always stuck on being a driver but didn’t have 
much chance to get to the top, being a nigger, and he and 
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the other nigger gulped that whole bottle of wine and 

Burt got a little lit up. 

So the nigger let Burt take this About f Ben Ahem and 
step him a mile in a track Mr. Mathers had all to himself, 
right there on the farm. And Mr. Mathers had one child, 
a daughter, kinda sick and not very good looking, and she 
came home and we had to hustle and get About Ben Ahem 
stuck back in the barn. 

Fm only telling you to get everything straight. At San- 
dusky, that afternoon I was at the fair, this young fellow 
with the two girls was fussed, being with the girls and 
losing his bet. You know how a fellow is that way. One 
of them was his girl and the other his sister. I had figured 
that out. 

“Gee whizz,” I says to myself, “Fm going to give him 
the dope.” 

He was mighty nice when I touched him on the shoul- 
der. He and the girls were nice to me right from the start 
and clear to the end. Fm not blaming them. 

And so he leaned back and I give him the dope on 
About Ben Ahem. “Don’t bet a cent on this first heat 
because he’ll go like an oxen hitched to a plow, but when 
the first heat is over go right down and lay on your pile.” 
That’s what I told him. 

Well, I never saw a fellow treat any one sweller. There 
was a fat man sitting beside the little girl, that had looked 
at me twice by this time, and I at her, and both blushing, 
and what did he do but have the nerve to turn and ask 
the fat man to get up and change places with me so I 
could set with his crowd. 

Gee whizz, craps amighty. There I was. What a chump 
I was to go and get gay up there in the West House 
bar, and just because that dude was standing there with 
a cane and that kind of a necktie on, to go and get all 
balled up and drink that whisky, just to show off. 
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Of course she would know, me setting right beside her 
and letting her smell of my breath. I could have kicked 
myself right dfcwn out of that grand stand and all around 
that race track and made a faster record than most of 
the skates of horses they had there that year. j 

Because that girl wasn’t any mutt of a girl What j 

wouldn’t I have give right then for a stick of chewing : 

gum to chew, or a lozenger, or some licorice, or most 
anything. I was glad I had those twenty 'five cent cigars J 

in my pocket and right away I give that fellow one and I 

lit one myself. Then that fat man got up and we changed f 

places and there I was, plunked right down beside her. f 

They introduced themselves and the fellow’s best girl, 
he had with him, was named Miss Elinor Woodbury, and | 
her father was a manufacturer of barrels from a place J 
called Tiffin, Ohio. And the fellow himself was named 
Wilbur Wessen and his sister was Miss Lucy Wessen. 

I suppose it was their having such swell names got me 
off my trolley. A fellow, just because he has been a swipe 
with a race horse, and works taking care of horses for a 
man in the teaming, delivery, and storage business, isn’t 
any better or worse than any one else. I’ve often thought 
that, and said it too. 

But you know how a fellow is. There’s something in that J 
kind of nice clothes, and the kind of nice eyes she had, 
and the way she had looked at me, awhile before, over her 
brother’s shoulder, and me looking back at her, and both 
of us blushing. 

I couldn’t show her up for a boob, could I? 

I made a fool of myself, that’s what I did. I said my 
name was Waiter Mathers from Marietta, Ohio, and then 
I told all three of them the smashingest lie you ever heard. 
What I said was that my father owned the horse About 
Ben Ahem and that he had let him out to this Bob French 
for racing purposes, because our family was proud and had 
never gone into racing that way, in our own name, I 
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mean. Then I had got started and they were all leaning 
over and listening, and Miss Lucy Wessen s eyes weie 
shining, and I went the whole hog. 

I told about our place down at Marietta, and about the 
big stables and the grand brick house we had on a hill, up 
above the Ohio River, but I knew enough not to do it in 
no bragging way. What I did was to start things and then 
let them drag the rest out of me. I acted just as reluctant 
to tell as I could. Our family hasn’t got any barrel factory, 
and, since I’ve known us, we’ve always been pretty poor, 
but not asking anything of any one at that, and my grand- 
father, over in Wales — -but never mind that. 

We set there talking like we had known each other for 
years and years, and I went and told them that my father 
had been expecting maybe this Bob French wasn t on the 
square, and had sent me up to Sandusky on the sly to find 

out what I could. t 

And I bluffed it through I had found out all about the 
2.18 pace, in which About Ben Ahem was to start. 

I said he would lose the first heat by pacing like a lame 
cow and then he would come back and skin ’em alive aftei 
that. And to back up what I said I took thirty dollars out 
of mv pocket and handed it to Mr. Wilbur Wessen an 
asked him, would he mind, after the first heat, to go down 
and place it on About Ben Ahem for whatever odds he 
could get. What I said was that I didn’t want Bob French 
to see me and none of the swipes. 

Sure enough the first heat come off and About Ben 
Ahem went off his stride, up the back stretch, and looked 
like a wooden horse or a sick one, and come in to be last. 
Then this Wilbur Wessen went down to the betting place 
under the grand stand and there I was with the two girls, 
and when that Miss Woodbury was looking the other way 
once, Lucy Wessen kinda, with her shoulder you know, 
kinda touched me. Not just tucking down, I don’t mean. 
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You know how a woman can do. They get close, but not 
getting gay either. You know what they do. Gee whizz. 

And then they give me a jolt. What they had done, 
when I didn’t know, was to get together, and they had 
decided Wilbur Wessen would bet fifty dollars, and the 
two girls had gone and put in ten dollars each, of their 
own money, too. I was sick then, but I was sicker later. 

About the gelding, About Ben Ahem, and their winning 
their money, I wasn’t worried a lot about that. It come 
out O. K. Ahem stepped the next three heats like a bushel 
of spoiled eggs going to market before they could be found 
out, and Wilbur Wessen had got nine to two for the 
money. There was something else eating at me. 

Because Wilbur came back, after he had bet the money, 
and after that he spent most of his time talking to that 
Miss Woodbury, and Lucy Wessen and I was left alone 
together like on a desert island. Gee, if I’d only been on 
the square or if there had been any way of getting myself 
on the square. There ain’t any Walter Mathers, like I 
said to her and them, and there hasn’t ever been one, but 
if there was, I bet I’d go to Marietta, Ohio, and shoot him 
to-morrow. 

There I was, big boob that I am. Pretty soon the race 
was over, and Wilbur had gone down and collected our 
money, and we had a hack down-town, and he stood us a 
swell supper at the West House, and a bottle of champagne 
beside. 

And I was with that girl and she wasn’t saying much, 
and I wasn’t saying much either. One thing I know. She 
wasn’t stuck on me because of the lie about my father being 
rich and all that. There’s a way you know. . . . Craps 
amighty. There’s a kind of girl, you see just once in your 
life, and if you don’t get busy and make hay, then you’re 
gone for good and all, and might as well go jump off a 
bridge. They give you a look from inside of them some- 
where, and it ain’t no vamping, and what it means is— 
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you want that girl to be your wife, and you want nice 
tilings around her like flowers and swell clothes, and you 
want her to have the kids you're going *to have, and you 
•want good music played and no rag time. Gee whizz. 

There's a place over near Sandusky, across a kind of 
bay, and it’s called Cedar Point. And after we had supper 
we went over to it in a launch, all by ourselves. Wilbur 
and Miss Lucy and that Miss Woodbury had to catch a 
ten o'clock train back to Tiffin, Ohio, because, when you’re 
out with girls like that you can’t get careless and miss any 
trains and stay out all night, like you can with some kinds 
of Janes. 

And Wilbur bio wed himself to the launch and it cost 
him fifteen cold punks, but I wouldn’t never have knew if 
I hadn’t listened. He wasn’t no tin horn kind of a sport. 

Over at the Cedar Point place, we didn’t stay around 
where there was a gang of common kind of cattle at all. 

There was big dance halls and dining places for yaps, 
and there was a beach you could walk along and get where 
it was dark, and we went there. 

She didn’t talk hardly at all and neither did I, and I was 
thinking how glad I was my mother was ail right, and 
always made us kids learn to eat with a fork at table, and 
not swill soup, and not be noisy and rough like a gang you 
see around a race track that way. 

Then Wilbur and his girl went away up the beach and 
Lucy and I sat down in a dark place, where there was some 
roots of old trees, the water had washed up, and after that 
the time, till we had to go back in the launch and they had 
to catch their trains, wasn’t nothing at all. It went like 
winking your eye. 

Here’s how it was. The place we were setting in was 
dark, like I said, and there was the roots from that old 
stump sticking up like arms, and there was a watery smell, 
and the night was like— as if you could put your hand out 
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and feel it — so warm and soft and dark and sweet like an 
orange. 

I most cried ar<?d I most swore and I most jumped up 
and danced, I was so mad and happy and sad. 

When Wilbur come back from being alone with his girl, 
and she saw him coming, Lucy she says, “We got to go to 
the train now,” and she was most crying too, but she never 
knew nothing I knew, and she couldn’t be so all busted up. 
And then, before Wilbur and Miss Woodbury got up. to 
where we was, she put her face up and kissed me quick 
and put her head up against me and she was all quivering 
and — Gee whizz. 

Sometimes I hope I have cancer and die. I guess you 
know what I mean. We went in the launch across the bay 
to the train like that, and it was dark, too. She whispered 
and said it was like she and I could get out of the boat 
and walk on the water, and it sounded foolish, but I knew 
what she meant. 

And then quick we were right at the depot, and there 
was a big gang of yaps, the kind that goes to the fairs, 
and crowded and milling around like cattle, and how could 
I tell her? “It won’t be long because you’ll write and I’ll 
write to you.” That’s all she said. 

I got a chance like a hay barn afire. A swell chance 

I got. 

And maybe she would write me, down at Marietta that 
way and the letter would come back, and stamped on the 
front of it by the U.S.A. “there ain’t any such guy,” or 
something like that, whatever they stamp on a letter that 
way. 

And me trying to pass myself off for a big bug and a 
swe f] — to her, as decent a little body as God ever made. 
Craps amighty— a swell chance I got ! 

And then the train come in, and she got on it, and 
Wilbur Wessen he come and shook hands with me, and 
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that Miss Woodbury was nice too* and bowed to me, and 
I at her, and the train went and I busted out and cried 
like a kid. r 

Gee, I could have run after that train and made Dan 
Patch look like a freight train after a wreck but, socks 
amighty, what was the use ? Did you ever see such a fool ? 

I’ll bet you what — if I had an arm broke right now or a 
train had run over my foot — I wouldn't go to no doctor at 
all I'd go set down and let her hurt and hurt — that’s 
what I’d do. 

I’ll bet you what — if I hadn’t a drunk that booze I’d a 
never been such a boob as to go tell such a lie — that 
couldn’t never be made straight to a lady like her. 

I wish I had that fellow right here that had on a 
Windsor tie and carried a cane. I’d smash him for fair. 
Gosh darn his eyes. He’s a big fool — that’s what he is. 

And if I’m not another you just go find me one and I’ll 
quit working and be a bum and give him my job. I don’t 
care nothing for working, and earning money, and saving 
it for no such boob as myself. 
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They had marched more than thirty kilometers since 
dawn, along the white, hot road where occasional 
thickets of trees threw a moment of shade, then out into 
the glare again. On either hand, the valley, wide and 
shallow, glittered with heat; dark green patches of rye, 
pale young corn, fallow and meadow and black pine woods 
spread in a dull, hot diagram under a glistening sky. But 
right in front the mountains ranged across, pale blue 
and very still, snow gleaming gently out of the deep 
atmosphere. And towards the mountains, on and on, the 
regiment marched between the rye fields and the meadows, 
between the scraggy fruit trees set regularly on either 
side the high road. The burnished, dark green rye threw 
off a suffocating heat, the mountains drew gradually 
nearer and more distinct. While the feet of the soldiers 
grew hotter, sweat ran through their hair under their 
helmets, and their knapsacks could burn no more in 
contact with their shoulders, but seemed instead to give 
off a cold, prickly sensation. 

He walked on and on in silence, staring at the moun- 
tains ahead, that rose sheer out of the land, and stood 
fold behind fold, half earth, half heaven, the heaven, the 
barrier with slits of soft snow, in the pale, bluish peaks. 

He could now walk almost without pain. At the start, 
he had determined not to limp. It had made him sick 
to take the first steps, and during the first mile or so, 
he had compressed his breath, and the cold drops of 
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sweat had stood on his forehead. But he had walked it 
off. What were they after all but bruises ! He had looked 
at them, as he was getting up : deep bruises on the backs 
of his thighs. And since he had made his first step in the 
morning, he had been conscious of them, till now he had 
a tight, hot place in his chest, with suppressing the pain, 
and holding himself in. There seemed no air when he 
breathed. But he walked almost lightly. 

The Captain’s hand had trembled at taking his coffee 
at dawn : his orderly saw it again. And he saw the fine 
figure of the Captain wheeling on horseback at the farm- 
house ahead, a handsome figure in pale blue uniform with 
facings of scarlet, and the metal gleaming on the black 
helmet and the sword-scabbard, and dark streaks of sweat 
coming on the silky bay horse. The orderly felt he was 
connected with that figure moving so suddenly on horse- 
back: he followed it like a shadow, mute and inevitable 
and damned by it. And the officer was always aware of 
the tramp of the company behind, the march of his 
orderly among the men. 

The Captain was a tall man of about forty, gray at 
the temples. He had a handsome, finely knit figure, and 
was one of the best horsemen in the West. His orderly, 
having to rub him down, admired the amazing riding 
muscles of his loins. 

For the rest, the orderly scarcely noticed the officer 
any more than he noticed himself. It was farely he saw 
his master’s face: he did not look at it. The Captain had 
reddish-brown, stiff hair, that he wore short upon his 
skull. His mustache was also cut short and bristly, 
over a full, brutal mouth. His face was rather rugged, 
the cheeks thin. Perhaps the man was the more hand- 
some for the deep lines in his face, the irritable tension 
of his brow, which gave him the look of a man who fights 
with life. His fair eyebrows stood bushy over light blue 
eyes that were always flashing with cold fire. 
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He was a Prussian aristocrat, haughty and overbearing. < 

But his mother had been a Polish Countess. Having made 
too many gambling debts when he was young, he had 
ruined his prospects in the Army, and remained an in- 
fantry captain. He had never married: his position did 
not allow of it, and no woman had ever moved hint to 
it. His time he spent riding — occasionally he rode one of 
his own horses at the races — and at the officers’ club. 

Now and then he took himself a mistress. But after such 
an event, he returned to duty with his brow still more 
tense, his eyes still more hostile and irritable. With the 
men, however, he was merely impersonal, though a devil 
when roused; so that, on the whole, they feared him, 
but had no great aversion from him. They accepted him 
as the inevitable. 

To his orderly he was at first cold and just and in- 
different: he did not fuss over trifles. So that his servant 
knew practically nothing about him, except just what 
orders he would give, and how he wanted them obeyed. 

That was quite simple. Then the change gradually came. 

The orderly was a youth of about twenty-two, of 
medium height, and well built. He had strong, heavy 
limbs, was swarthy, with a soft, black, young mustache. 

There was something altogether warm and young about 
him. He had firmly marked eyebrows over dark, ex- 
pressionless eyes, that seemed never to have thought, 
only to have received life direct through his senses, and 
acted straight from instinct. 

Gradually the officer had become aware of his servant’s 
young, vigorous, unconscious presence about him. He 
could not get away from the sense of the youth’s person, 
while he was in attendance. It was like a warm flame upon 
the older man’s tense, rigid body, that had become almost 
unliving, fixed. There was something so free and self- 
contained about him, and something in the young fellow’s 
movement, that made the officer aware of him. And this 
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irritated the Prussian. He did not choose to be touched 
into life by his servant. He might easily have changed 
his man, but he did not. He now very rarely looked direct 
A at his orderly, but kept his face averted, as if to avoid 
seeing him. And yet as the young soldier moved unthink- 
ing about the apartment, the elder watched him, and 
would notice the movement of his strong young shoulders 
under the blue cloth, the bend of his neck. And it irritated 
him. To see the soldier’s young, brown, shapely peasant’s 
hand grasp the loaf or the wine-bottle sent a flash of hate 
or of anger through the elder man’s blood. It was not 
'hat the youth was clumsy: it was rather the blind, in- 
stinctive sureness of movement of an unhampered young 
animal that irritated the officer to such a degree. 

Once, when a bottle of wine had gone over, and the 
red gushed out on to the tablecloth, the officer had started 
up with an oath, and his eyes, bluey like fire, had held 
those of the confused youth for a moment. It was a shock 
for the young soldier. He felt something sink deeper, 
deeper into his soul, where nothing had ever gone before. 
It left him rather blank and wondering. Some of his 
, natural completeness in himself was gone, a little un- 
easiness took its place. And from that time an undis- 
covered feeling had held between the two men. 

Henceforward the orderly was afraid of really meeting 
Ms master. His subconsciousness remembered those steely 
blue eyes and the harsh brows, and did not intend to meet 
| them again. So he always stared past his master, and 

| avoided him. Also, in a little anxiety, he waited for the 

| three months to have gone, when his time would be up. 

t He began to feel a constraint in the Captain’s presence, 

| and the soldier even more than the officer wanted to be 

| left alone, in his neutrality as servant. 

He had served the Captain for more than a year, and 
| knew his duty. This he performed easily, as. if it were 

‘ natural to him. The officer and his commands he took for 


THE PRUSSIAN OFFICER 241 

granted, as he took the sun and the rain, and he served 
as a matter of course. It did not implicate him personally. 

But now if he'* were going to be forced into a personal 
interchange with his master he would be like a wild thing 
caught; he felt he must get away. 

But the influence of the young soldier’s being had 
penetrated through the officer’s stiffened discipline, and 
perturbed the man in him. He, however, was a gentle- 
man, with long, fine hands and cultivated movements, and 
was not going to allow such a thing as the stirring of his 
innate self. He was a man of passionate temper, who had 
always kept himself suppressed. Occasionally there had 
been a duel, an outburst before the soldiers. He knew 
himself to be always on the point of breaking out. But 
he kept himself hard to the idea of the Service. Whereas 
the young soldier seemed to live out his warm, full nature, 
to give it off in his very movements, which had a certain 
zest, such as wild animals have in free movement. And 
this irritated the officer more and more. 

In spite of himself, the Captain could not regain his 
neutrality of feeling towards his orderly. Nor could he 
leave the man alone. In spite of himself, he watched him, 
gave him sharp orders, tried to take up as much of his 
time as possible. Sometimes he flew into a rage with the 
young soldier, and bullied him. Then the orderly shut 
himself off, as it were out of earshot, and waited, with 
sullen, flushed face, for the end of the noise. The words 
never pierced to his intelligence. He made himself, pro- 
tectively, impervious to the feelings of his master. 

He had a scar on his left thumb, a deep seam going 
across the knuckle. The officer had long suffered from it, 
and wanted to do something to it. Still it was there, ugly 
and brutal on the young, brown hand. At last the Cap- 
tain’s reserve gave way. One day, as the orderly was 
smoothing out the tablecloth, the officer pinned down his 
thumb with a pencil, asking: 
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“How did you come by that?” 

The young man winced and drew back at attention. 

“A wood ax, Herr Hauptmann,” he answered. 

The officer waited for further explanation. None came. 
|| v The orderly went about his duties. The elder man was 
sullenly angry. His servant avoided him. And the next 
day he had to use all his will power to avoid seeing the 
:j • scarred thumb. He wanted to get hold of it and — A hot 
flame ran in his blood. 

He knew his servant would soon be free, and would 
be glad. As yet, the soldier had held himself off from the 
elder man. The Captain grew madly irritable. He could 
not rest when the soldier was away, and when he was 
present, he glared at him with tormented eyes. He hated 
those fine, black brows oyer the unmeaning, dark eyes, 
he was infuriated by the free movement of the handsome 
limbs, which no military discipline could make stiff. And 
he became harsh and cruelly bullying, using contempt and 
satire. The young soldier only grew more mute and 
expressionless. 

'!* “What cattle were you bred by, that you can’t keep 

straight eyes? Look me in the eyes when I speak to you.” 
;_b And the soldier turned his dark eyes to the other’s 

face, but there was no sight in them : he stared with the 
slightest possible cast, holding back his sight, perceiving 
I the blue of his master’s eyes, but receiving no look from 

j; them. And the elder man went pale, and his reddish eye- 

§ , brows twitched. He gave his order, barrenly, 
i Once he flung a heavy military glove into the young 

f; soldier’s face. Then he had the satisfaction of seeing the 

| black eyes flare up into his own, like a blaze when straw 

| is thrown on a fire. And he had laughed with a little 

| tremor and a sneer. 

But there were only two months more. The youth 
instinctively tried to keep himself intact: he tried to serve 
the officer as if the latter were an abstract authority and 
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not a man. All his instinct was to avoid personal contact, 
even definite hate. But in spite of himself the hate grew, 
responsive to the officer's passion. However, he put it 
in the background. When he had left the Army he could 
dare acknowledge it. By nature he was active, and had 
many friends. He thought what amazing good fellows 
they were. But, without knowing it, he was alone. Now 
this solitariness was intensified. It would carry him 
through his term. But the officer seemed to be going 
irritably insane, and the youth was deeply frightened. 

The soldier had a sweetheart, a girl from the moun- 
tains, independent and primitive. The two walked to- 
gether, rather silently. He went with her, not to talk, but 
to have his arm round her, and for the physical contact. 
This eased him, made it easier for him to ignore the 
Captain ; for he could rest with her held fast against his 
chest. And she, in some unspoken fashion, was there for 
him. They loved each other. 

The Captain perceived it, and was mad with irritation 
He kept the young man engaged all the evenings long, 
and took pleasure in the dark look that came on his 
face. Occasionally, the eyes of the two men met, those of 
the younger sullen and dark, doggedly unalterable, those 
of the elder sneering with restless contempt. 

The officer tried hard not to admit the passion that 
had got hold of him. He would not know that his feeling 
for his orderly was anything but that of a man incensed 
by his stupid, perverse servant. So, keeping quite justified 
and conventional in his consciousness, he let the other 
thing run on. His nerves, however, were suffering. At 
last he slung the end of a belt in his servant's face. When 
he saw the youth start back, the pain-tears in his eyes and 
the blood on his mouth, he had felt at once a thrill of 
deep pleasure and of shame. 

But this, he acknowledged to himself, was a thing he 
had never done before. The fellow was too exasperating. 
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His own nerves must be going to pieces. He went away 

for some days with a woman. 

It was a mockery of pleasure. He simply did not want 
the woman. But he stayed on for his time. At the end 
of it, he came back in an agony of irritation, torment, 
and misery. He rode all the evening, then came straight 
in to supper. His orderly was out. The officer sat with 
his long, fine hands lying on the table, perfectly still, and 
all his blood seemed to be corroding. 

At last his servant entered. He watched the strong, 
easy young figure, the fine eyebrows, the thick black hair. 
In a week's time the youth had got back his old well- 
being. The hands of the officer twitched and seemed to be 
full of mad flame. The young man stood at attention, 
unmoving, shut off. 

The meal went in silence. But the orderly seemed eager. 
He made a clatter with the dishes. 

“Are you in a hurry?" asked the officer, watching the 
intent, warm face of his servant. The other did not reply. 

“Will you answer my question?" said the Captain. 

“Yes, sir," replied the orderly, standing with his pile 
of deep Army plates. The Captain waited, looked at him, 
then asked again: 

“Are you in a hurry ?" 

“Yes, sir," came the answer, that sent a flash through 
the listener. 

“For what?" 

“I was going out, sir." 

“I want you this evening." 

There was a moment's hesitation. The officer had a 
curious stiffness of countenance. 

“Yes, sir," replied the servant, in his throat. 

“I want you to-morrow evening also — in fact, you may 
consider your evenings occupied, unless I give you leave.” 

The mouth with the young mustache set close. 


THE PRUSSIAN OFFICER 24s 

“Yes, sir,” answered the orderly, loosening his lips 
for a moment. 

He again turned to the door. 

“And why have you a piece of pencil in your ear?” 
The orderly hesitated, then continued on his way with- 
out answering. He set the plates in a pile outside the 
door, took the stump of pencil from his ear, and put it 
in his pocket. He had been copying a verse for his sweet- 
heart's birthday card. He returned to finish clearing the 
table. The officer's eyes were dancing, he had a little, 
eager smile. 

“Why have you a piece of pencil in your ear?” he 
asked. 

The orderly took his hands full of dishes. His master 
was standing near the great green stove, a little smile on 
his face, his chin thrust forward. When the young soldier 
saw him his heart suddenly ran hot. He felt blind. In- 
stead of answering, he turned dazedly to the door. As he 
was crouching to set down the dishes, he was pitched for- 
ward by a kick from behind. The pots went in a stream 
down the stairs, he clung to the pillar of the banisters. 
And as he was rising he was kicked heavily again, and 
again, so that he clung sickly to the post for some mo- 
ments. His master had gone swiftly into the room and 
closed the door. The maid-servant downstairs looked up 
the staircase and made a mocking face at the crockery 
disaster. 

The officer's heart was plunging. He poured himself 
a glass of wine, part of which he spilled on the floor, 
and gulped the remainder, leaning against the cool, green 
stove. He heard his man collecting the dishes from the 
stairs. Pale, as if intoxicated, he waited. The servant 
entered again. The Captain's heart gave a pang, as of 
pleasure, seeing the young fellow bewildered and uncertain 
on his feet, with pain. 

| “Schoner!” he said. 
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The soldier was a little slower in coming to attention. 

“Yes, sir!” 

The youth stood before him, with* pathetic young 
mustache, and fine eyebrows very distinct on his forehead 
of dark marble. 

“I asked you a question.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

The officer's tone bit like acid. 

“Why had you a pencil in your ear?” 

Again the servant's heart ran hot, and he could not 
breathe. With dark, strained eyes, he looked at the officer, 
as if fascinated. And he stood there sturdily planted, 
unconscious. The withering smile came into the Captain's 
eyes, and he lifted his foot. 

“I — I forgot it — sir,” panted the soldier, his dark eyes 
fixed on the other man's dancing blue ones, 

“What was it doing there ?” 

He saw the young man's breast heaving as he made 
an effort for words. y;'-" '' r-'- 

“I had been writing.” 

“Writing what?” 

Again the soldier looked him up and down. The officer 
could hear him panting. The smile came into the blue 
eyes. The soldier worked his dry throat, but could not 
speak. Suddenly the smile lit like a flame on the officer's 
face, and a kick came heavily against the orderly's thigh. 
The youth moved a pace sideways. His face went dead, 
with two black, staring eyes. 

“Well?” said the officer. 

The orderly's mouth had gone dry, and his tongue 
rubbed in it as on dry brown-paper. He worked his throat. 
The officer raised his foot. The servant went stiff. 

“Some poetry, sir,” came the crackling, unrecognizable 
sound of his voice. 


“Poetry, what poetry?” asked the Captain with a sickly 
smile. 
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| , A S a ^ n there was the working in the throat. The Cap- 
i tain s heart had suddenly gone down heavily, and he stood 
; sick and tired. • 

I <( ^° r ()) n Y ^ r ?j s * r ’ ke ^ eard ^e dl 7> inhuman sound. 

,, sa,d ’ turnin g aw ay. “Clear the table.” 

Click !” went the soldier’s throat ; then again, “click !” 

I and then the half-articulate: 

| “Yes, sir.” 

he^dly y0Ung S0Wier ^ g ° ne ’ looking oId ’ and walking 

. The officer, left alone, held himself rigid, to prevent 
himself from thinking. His instinct warned him that he 
must not think. Deep inside him was the intense gratifica- 
tion of his passion, still working powerfully. Then there 
was a counter-action, a horrible breaking down of some- 
thing inside him, a whole agony of reaction. He stood 
there for an hour motionless, a chaos of sensations, but 
rigid with a will to keep blank his consciousness, to pre- 
vent his mind grasping. And he held himself so until the 
worst of the stress had passed, when he began to drink, 

I ^ nk kimseIf to an intoxication, till he slept obliterated. 
When he woke in the morning he was shaken to the base 
of his nature. But he had fought off the realization of 
what he had done. He had prevented his mind from tak- 
ing it in, had' suppressed it along with his instincts, and 
the conscious man had nothing to do with it. He felt 
only as after a bout of intoxication, weak, but the affair 
itself all dim and not to be recovered. Of the drunken- 
ness of his passion he successfully refused remembrance. 
And when his orderly appeared with coffee, the officer 
assumed the same self he had had the morning before. 
He refused the event of the past night— denied it had 
ever been— and was successful in his denial. He had not 
done any such thing— not he himself. Whatever there 
might be lay at the door of a stupid, insubordinate servant. 

The orderly had gone about in a stupor all the eve- 
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ning. He drank some beer because he was parched, but 
not much, the alcohol made his feeling come back, and he 
could not bear it. He was dulled, as if mine-tenths of the 
ordinary man in him were inert. He crawled about dis- 
figured. Still, when he thought of the kicks, he went 
j.;: s lck, and when he thought of the threat of more kicking, 

in the room afterwards, his heart went hot and faint, 
and he panted, remembered the one that had come. He 
had been forced, to say, “For my girl.” He was much too 
done even to want to cry. His mouth hung slightly open, 
like an idiot’s. He felt vacant, and wasted. So, he wan- 
dered at his work, painfully, and very slowly and clumsily, 
fumbling blindly with the brushes, and finding it difficult, 
when he sat down, to summon the energy to move again. 
His limbs, his jaw, were slack and nerveless. But he was 
very tired. He got to bed at last, and slept inert, relaxed, 
in a sleep that was rather stupor than slumber, a dead 
night of stupefaction shot through with gleams of anguish. 

In the morning were the maneuvers. But he woke even 
before the bugle sounded. The painful ache in his chest, 
the dryness of his throat, the awful steady feeling of 
misery made his eyes come awake and dreary at once. 
He knew, without thinking, what had happened. And 
he knew that the day had come again, when he must go 
on with his round. The last bit of darkness was being 
pushed out of the room. He would have to move his inert 
body and go on. He was so young, and had known so 
s little trouble, that he was bewildered. He only wished 

it would stay night, so that he could lie still, covered up 
I by the darkness. And yet nothing would prevent the day 

j from coming, nothing would save him from having to 

| get up and saddle the Captain’s horse, and make the Cap- 

| tain’s coffee. It was there, inevitable. And then, he 

f. thought, it was impossible. Yet they would not leave him 

? free. He must gc and take the coffee to the Captain. 

He was too stunned to understand it. He only knew it 
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however lon g ^ lay inert. 
At last, after heaving at himself, for he seamed to 

be a mass of irlertia, he got up. But he had to force 

srir? * f hi !, T vements fr ° m behind > wit h ws win. 

hold of H i’ a , n l dazed ’ and he! P less - Then he clutched 
;, d f , the bed > the Pam was so keen. And looking at his 

he -t C i darker brUiSeS 00 his swarth y fi esh and 

he knew that, if he pressed one of his fingers on one of 

£L^ 1Se r, 6 Sh ° Uld faint But he did not want to 

ever kn he T* anybod - v to know - N o one should 

ever know. It was between him and the Captain. There 

tliTcaptain" 16 tW ° P6 ° pIe “ the W ° rld rtow — himself and 

Slowly, economically, he got dressed and forced himself 
o walk. Everything was obscure, except just what he 
i hia hands on. But he managed to get through his 
work. The very pam revived his dull senses. The worst 
remained yet He took the tray and went up to the Cap- 
am s room. The officer, pale and heavy, sat at the table. 
The orderly, as he saluted, felt himself put out of ex- 
is ence. He stood still for a moment submitting to his 
own nullification— then he gathered himself, seemed to 
regain himself, and then the Captain began to grow 
vague, unreal, and the younger soldier’s heart beat up. 
He clung to this situation-that the Captain did not exist 
—so that he himself might live. But when he saw his 
officer s hand tremble as he took the coffee, he felt every- 
thing falling shattered. And he went away, feeling as if 
he himself were coming to pieces, disintegrated. And when 
the Captain was there on horseback, giving orders, while 
he himself stood, with rifle and knapsack, sick with pain, 
he felt as if he must shut his eyes— as if he must shut 
his eyes on everything. It was only the long agony of 
marching with a parched throat that filled him with one 
single, sleep-heavy intention : to save himself. 
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II 

He was getting used even to his parched throat. That 
the snowy peaks were radiant among the sky, that the 
whity-green glacier-river twisted through its pale shoals, 
in the valley below, seemed almost supernatural. But he 
I was going mad with fever and thirst. He plodded on un- 

B complaining. He did not want to speak, not to anybody. 

There were two gulls, like flakes of water and snow, over 
the river. The scent of green rye soaked in sunshine 
came like a sickness. And the march continued, monot- 
onously, almost like a bad sleep. 

At the next farmhouse, which stood low and broad 
near the high road, tubs of water had been put out. The 
soldiers clustered round to drink. They took off their 
helmets, and the steam mounted from their wet hair. 
The Captain sat on horseback, watching. He needed to 
see his orderly. His helmet threw a dark shadow over his 
light, fierce eyes, but his mustache and mouth and chin 
were distinct in the sunshine. The orderly must move 
under the presence of the figure of the horseman. It was 
not that he was afraid, or cowed. It was as if he were 
disemboweled, made empty, like an empty shell. He felt 
himself as nothing, a shadow creeping under the sunshine. 
And, thirsty as he was, he could scarcely drink, feeling 
the Captain near him. He would not take off his helmet 
to wipe his wet hair. He wanted to stay in shadow, not 
to be forced into consciousness. Starting, he saw the 
light heel of the officer prick the belly of the horse; the 
Captain cantered away, and he himself could relapse into 
vacancy. 

Nothing, however, could give him back his living place 
in the hot, bright morning. He felt like a gap among 
it all Whereas the Captain was prouder, overriding. A 
hot flash went through the young servant's body. The 
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Captain was firmer and prouder with life, he himself was 
empty as a shadow. Again the flash went through him 
dazing him out. But his heart ran a little firmer 

The company turned up the hill, to make a loop for 
the return Below, from among the trees, the farm-bell 
clanged. He saw the laborers, mowing barefoot at the 
thick grass, leave off their work and go downhill, their 
scythes hanging over their shoulders, like long, bright 
claws curving down behind them. They seemed like 
dream-people as. if they had no relation to himself. He 
felt as m a blackish dream : as if all the other things were 
there and had form, but he himself was only a conscious- 
ness, a gap that could think and perceive. 

The soldiers were, tramping silently 'up the glaring 
hillside.. Gradually his head began to revolve, slowly 
rhythmically. Sometimes it was dark before his eyes, as 
if he saw this world through a smoked glass, frail shadows 
and unreal. It gave him a pain in his head to walk. 

The air was too scented, it gave no breath. All the lush 
green-stuff seemed to be issuing its sap, till the air was 
leathly sickly with the smell of greenness. There was 
the perfume of clover, like pure honey and bees. Then 
there grew a faint acrid tang — they were near the beeches ; 
and then a queer clattering noise, and a suffocating, 
hideous smell; they were passing a flock of sheep, a 
shepherd in a black smock, holding his crook. Why should 
the sheep huddle together under this fierce sun? He felt 
that the shepherd would not see him, though he could see 
the shepherd. 

At last there was the halt. They stacked rifles in a 
conical stack, put down their kit in a scattered circle 
around it and dispersed a little, sitting on a small knoll 
high on the hillside. The chatter began. The soldiers were 
steaming with heat, but were lively. He sat still, seeing 
the blue mountains rising upon the land, twenty kilo- 
meters away. There was a blue fold in the ranges, then 
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out of that, at the foot, the broad, pale bed of the river, 
stretches of whity-green water between pinkish-gray shoals 
among the dark pine woods. There it was, spread out a 
long way off. And it seemed to come downhill, the river. 
There was a raft being steered, a mile away. It was a 
strange country. Nearer, a red-roofed, broad farm with 
white base and square dots of windows crouched beside 
the wall of beech foliage on the wood's edge. There were 
long strips of rye and clover and pale green corn. And 
just at his feet, below the knoll, was a darkish bog, where 
globe flowers stood breathless still on their slim stalks. 
And some of the pale gold bubbles were burst, and a 
broken fragment hung in the air. He thought he was 
going to sleep. 

Suddenly something moved into this colored mirage 
before his eyes. The Captain, a small, light-blue and 
scarlet figure, was trotting evenly between the strips of 
corn, along the level brow of the hill. And the man mak- 
ing flag-signals was coming on. Proud and sure moved 
the horseman's figure, the quick, bright thing, in which 
was concentrated all the light of this morning, which 
for the rest lay a fragile, shining shadow. Submissive, 
apathetic, the young soldier sat and stared. But as the 
horse slowed to a walk, coming up the last steep path, 
the great flash flared over the body and soul of the orderly. 
He sat waiting. The back of his head felt as if it were 
weighted with a heavy piece of fire. He did not want 
to eat. His hands trembled slightly as he moved them. 
Meanwhile the officer on horseback was approaching 
slowly and proudly. The tension grew in the orderly's 
soul. Then again, seeing the Captain ease himself on the 
saddle, the flash blazed through him. 

The Captain looked at the patch of light blue and 
scarlet, and dark heads, scattered closely on the hillside. 
It pleased him. The command pleased him. And he was 
feeling proud. His orderly was among them in common 
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“■ ThS °® Cer r ° Se a IittIe on his stirrups to 
ook The young soldier sat with averted, dumb face. The 

, ai ? reaxed °n hts seat. His slim-legged, beautiful 
~ brown as a beech nut, walked proudly uphill The 
Captam passed into the zone of the company’s atmosphere: 
a hot smell of men, of sweat, of leather. He knew it very 
well. After a word with the lieutenant, he went a few 

rnTT M her ’ and S , at there ’ a domina nt figure, his sweat- 
marked horse swishing its tail, while he looked down on 

us men, on his orderly, a nonentity among the crowd. 

e y° un g soldier s heart was like fire in his chest 
and he breathed with difficulty. The officer, looking down- 
ill, saw three of the young soldiers, two pails of water 
between them, staggering across a sunny green field. A 
table had been set up under a tree, and there the slim lieu- 
tenant stood importantly busy. Then the Captain sum- 
moned himself to an act of courage. He called his orderly. 

I he flame leapt into the young soldier’s throat as he 
heard the command, and he rose blindly, stifled He 
saluted, standing below the officer. He did not look up. 
But there was the flicker in the Captain’s voice 
“Go to the inn and fetch me . . .” the officer gave his 
commands. “Quick !” he added. 

At the last word, the heart of the servant leapt with 
a flash, and he felt the strength come over his body. But 
he turned in mechanical obedience, and set off at a heavy 
run downhill, looking almost like a bear, his trousers 
bagging over his military boots. And the officer watched 
this blind, plunging run all the way. 

But it was only the outside of the orderly’s body that 
was obeying so humbly and mechanically* Inside had 
gradually accumulated a core into which all the energy 
of that young life was compact and concentrated. He 
executed his commission, and plodded quickly back up- 
hill. There was a pain in his head, as he walked, that 
made him twist his features unknowingly. But hard there 


234 GREAT MODERN SHORT STORIES 

in the center of his chest was himself, himself, firm, and 

not to be plucked to pieces. 

The Captain had gone up into the wbod. The orderly 
plodded through the hot, powerfully smelling zone of 
the company’s atmosphere. He had a curious mass of 
energy inside him now. The Captain was less real than 
himself. He approached the green entrance to the wood. 
There, in the half-shade, he saw the horse standing, the 
sunshine and the flickering shadow of leaves dancing over 
his brown body. There was a clearing where timber had 
lately been felled. Here, in the gold-green shade beside 
the brilliant cup of sunshine, stood two figures, blue and 
pink, the bits of pink showing out plainly. The Captain 
was talking to his lieutenant. 

The orderly stood on the edge of the bright clearing, 
where great trunks of trees, stripped and glistening, lay 
stretched like naked, brown-skinned bodies. Chips of 
wood littered the trampled floor, like splashed light, and 
the bases of the felled trees stood here and there, with 
their raw, level tops. Beyond was the brilliant, sunlit 
green of a beech. 

“Then I will ride forward,” the orderly heard his Cap- 
tain say. The lieutenant saluted and strode away. He 
himself went forward. A hot flash passed through his 
belly, as he tramped towards his officer. 

The Captain watched the rather heavy figure of the 
young soldier stumble forward, and his veins, too, ran 
hot. This was to be man to man between them. He yielded 
before the solid, stumbling figure with bent head. The 
orderly stooped and put the food on a level-sawn tree- 
base. The Captain watched the glistening, sun-inflamed, 
naked hands. He wanted to speak to the young soldier, 
but could not. The servant propped a bottle against his 
thigh, pressed open the coik, and poured out the beer 
into the mug. He kept his head bent. The Captain accepted 
the mug. 



He glanced swiftly away. Then he saw the officer stoop 
and take a piece of bread from the tree-base. Again the 
flash of flame went through the young soldier, seeing 
the stiff body stoop beneath him, and his hands jerked, 
He looked away. He could feel the officer was nervous. 
The bread fell as it was being broken. The officer ate 
the other piece. The two men stood tense and still, the 
master laboriously chewing his bread, the servant staring 
with averted face, his fist clenched. 

Then the young soldier started. The officer had pressed 
open the lid of the mug again. The orderly watched the 
lid of the mug, and the white hand that clenched the 
handle, as if he were fascinated. It was raised. The youth 
followed it with his eyes. And then he saw the thin, strong 
throat of the elder man moving up and down as he drank, 
the strong jaw working. And the instinct which had been 
jerking at the young man’s wrist suddenly jerked free. 
He jumped, feeling as if it were rent in two by a strong 
flame. 

The spur of the officer caught in a tree-root, he went 
down backwards with a crash, the middle of his back 
thudding sickeningly against a sharp-edged tree-base, the 
pot flying away. And in a second the orderly, with serious, 
earnest young face, and underlip between his teeth, had 
got his knee in the officer’s chest and was pressing the 
chin backward over the farther edge of the tree-stump, 
pressing, with all his heart behind in a passion of relief, 
the tension of his wrists exquisite with relief. And with 
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the base of his palms he shoved at the chin, with all his 
might. And it was pleasant, too, to have that chin, that 
hard jaw already slightly rough with beard, in his hands. 
He did not relax one hair’s breadth, but, all the force of 
all his blood exulting in his thrust, he shoved back the 
head of the other man, till there was a little “cluck” and 
a crunching sensation. Then he felt as if his head went to 
vapor. Heavy convulsions shook the body of the officer, 
frightening and horrifying the young soldier. Yet it 
pleased him, too, to repress them. It pleased him to keep 
his hands pressing back the chin, to feel the chest of the 
other man yield in expiration to the weight of his strong, 
young knees, to feel the hard twitchings of the prostrate 
body jerking his own whole frame, which was pressed 
down on it. 

But it went still. He could look into the nostrils of the 
other man, the eyes he could scarcely see. How curiously 
the mouth was pushed out, exaggerating the full lips, and 
the mustache bristling up from them. Then, with a start, 
he noticed the nostrils gradually filled with blood. The 
red brimmed, hesitated, ran over, and went in a. thin 
trickle down the face to the eyes. 

It shocked and distressed him. Slowly, he got up. The 
body twitched and sprawled there, inert. He stood and 
looked at it in silence. It was a pity it was broken. It 
represented more than the thing which had kicked and 
bullied him. He was afraid to look at the eyes. They 
were hideous now, only the whites showing, and the blood 
running to them. The face of the orderly was drawn 
with horror at the sight. Well, it was so. In his heart he 
was satisfied. He had hated the face of the Captain. It 
was extinguished now. There was a heavy relief in the 
orderly’s soul. That was as it should be. But he could 
not bear to see the long, military body lying broken over 
the tree-base, the fine fingers crisped. He wanted to hide 
it away. 
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Quickly, busily, he gathered it up and pushed it under 
the felled tree-trunks, which rested their beautiful, smooth 
length either end on logs. The face was horrible with 
blood. He covered it with the helmet. Then he pushed 
the limbs straight and decent, and brushed the dead leaves 
off the fine cloth of the uniform. So, it lay quite still in 
the shadow under there. A little strip of sunshine ran 
along the breast, from a chink between the logs. The 
orderly sat by it for a few moments. Here his own life 
also ended. 

Then, through his daze, he heard the lieutenant, in a 
loud voice, explaining to the men outside the wood, that 
they were to suppose the bridge on the river below was 
held by the enemy. Now they were to march to the attack 
in such and such a manner. The lieutenant had no gift 
of expression. The orderly, listening from habit, got 
muddled. And when the lieutenant began it all again he 
ceased to hear. 

He knew he must go. He stood up. It surprised him 
that the leaves were glittering in the sun, and the chips 
of wood reflecting white from the ground. For him a 
change had come over the world. But for the rest it had 
not — all seemed the same. Only he had left it. And he 
could not go back. It was his duty to return with the 
beer-pot and the bottle. He could not. He had left all that. 
The lieutenant was still hoarsely explaining. He must 
go, or they would overtake him. And he could not bear 
contact with any one now. 

He drew his fingers over his eyes, trying to find out 
where he was. Then he turned away. He saw the horse 
standing in the path. He went up to it and mounted. It 
hurt him to sit in the saddle. The pain of keeping his 
seat occupied him as they cantered through the wood. 
He would not have minded anything, but he could not 
get away from the sense of being divided from the others. 
The path led out of the trees. On the edge of the wood 
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he pulled up and stood watching. There in the spacious 
sunshine of the valley soldiers were moving in a little 
swarm. Every now and then, a man harrowing on a strip 
of fallow shouted to his oxen, at the turn. The village 
and the white-towered church was small in the sunshine. 
And he no longer belonged to it — he sat there, beyond, 
like a man outside in the dark. He had gone out from 
everyday life into the unknown, and he could not, he 
even did not want to go back. 

Turning from the sun-blazing valley, he rode deep 
into the wood. Tree-trunks, like people standing gray and 
still, took no notice as he went. A doe, herself a moving 
bit of sunshine and shadow, went running through the 
flecked shade. There were bright green rents in the foliage. 
Then it was all pine wood, dark and cool. And he was 
sick with pain, he had an intolerable great pulse in his 
head, and he was sick. He had never been ill in his life. 
He felt lost, quite dazed with all this. 

Trying to get down from the horse, he fell, astonished 
at the pain and his lack of balance. The horse shifted 
uneasily. He jerked its bridle and sent it cantering jerkily 
away. It was his last connection with the rest of things. 

But he only wanted to lie down and not be disturbed. 
Stumbling through the trees, he came on a quiet place 
where beeches and pine trees grew on a slope. Irm 
mediately he had lain down and closed his eyes, his con-* 
sciousness went racing on without him. A big pulse of 
sickness beat in him as if it throbbed through the whole 
earth. He was burning with dry heat. But he was too 
busy, too tearingly active in the incoherent race of de- 
lirium to observe. 


He came to with a start. His mouth was dry and hard, 
his heart beat heavily, but he had not the energy to get 
up. His heart beat heavily. Where was he? — the barracks 
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—at home? There was something knocking. And, making 
an effort, he looked round— trees, and litter of greenery, 
and reddish, bright, still pieces of sunshine on the floor. 
He did not believe he was himself, he did not believe 
what he saw. Something was knocking. He made a strug- 
gle towards consciousness, but relapsed. Then he struggled 
again. And gradually his surroundings fell into relation- 
ship with himself. He knew, and a great pang of fear 
went through his heart. Somebody was knocking. He 
could see the heavy, black rags of a fir tree overhead. 
Then everything went black. Yet he did not believe he 
had closed his eyes. He had not. Out of the blackness 
sight slowly emerged again. And some one was knocking. 
Quickly, he saw the blood-disfigured face of his Captain, 
which he hated. And he held himself still with horror, 
Yet, deep inside him, he knew that it was so, the Captain 
should be dead. But the physical delirium got hold of him. 
Some one was knocking. He lay perfectly still, as if dead, 
with fear. And he went unconscious. 

When he opened his eyes again, he started, seeing 
something creeping swiftly up a tree-trunk. It was a little 
bird. And the bird was whistling overhead. Tap-tap-tap — 
it was the small, quick bird rapping the tree-trunk with 
its beak, as if its head were a little round hammer. He 
watched it curiously. It shifted sharply, in its creeping 
fashion. Then, like a mouse, it slid down the bare trunk. 
Its swift creeping sent a flash of revulsion through him. 
He raised his head. It felt a great weight. Then, the 
little bird ran out of the shadow across a still patch of 
sunshine, its little head bobbing swiftly, its white legs 
twinkling brightly for a moment. How neat it was in 
its build, so compact, with pieces of white on its wings. 
There were several of them. They were so- pretty— but 
they crept like swift, erratic mice, running here and there 
among the beech-mast. 
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He lay down again exhausted, and his consciousness 
lapsed. He had a horror of the little creeping birds. All 
his blood seemed to be darting and creeping in his head. 

And yet he could not move. 

He came to with a further ache of exhaustion. There 
was the pain in his head, and the horrible sickness, and 
his inability to move. He had never been ill in his life. 

He did not know where he was or what he was. Probably 
he had got sunstroke. Or what else ? — he had silenced the 
Captain forever — some time ago — oh, a long time ago. 
There had been blood on his face, and his eyes had 
turned upwards. It was all right, somehow. It was peace. 

But now he had got beyond himself. He had never been 
here before. Was it life, or not life? He was by himself. 

They were in a big, bright place, those others, and he 
was outside. The town, all the country, a big bright place 
of light: and he was outside, here, in the darkened open 
beyond, where each thing existed alone. But they would 
all have to come out there sometime, those others. Little, 
and left behind him, they all were. There had been father 
and mother and sweetheart. What did they all matter ? 

This was the open land. 

He sat up. Something scuffled. It was a little, brown 
squirrel running in lovely, undulating bounds over the 
floor, its red tail completing the undulation of its body — 
and then, as it sat up, furling and unfurling. He watched 
it, pleased. It, ran on again, friskily, enjoying itself. It 
dew wildly at another squirrel, and they were chasing 
each other, and making little scolding, chattering noises. 

The soldier wanted to speak to them. But only a hoarse j ; 
sound came out of his throat. The squirrels burst away — 
they dew up the trees. And then he saw the one peeping 
round at him, halfway up a tree-trunk. A start of fear 
went through him, though, in so far as he was conscious, 
he was amused. It still stayed, its little, keen face staring 



THE PRUSSIAN OFFICER 261 

at him halfway up the tree-trunk, its little ears pricked tip, 
its clawy little hands clinging* to the bark, its white 
breast reared, Hfe started from it in panic. 

Struggling to his feet, he lurched away. He went on 
walking, walking, looking for something — for a drink. 
His brain felt hot and inflamed for want of water. He 
stumbled on. Then he did not know anything. He went 
unconscious as he walked. Yet he stumbled on, his mouth 
open. 

When, to his dumb wonder, he opened his eyes on the 
world again, he no longer tried to remember what it was. 
There was thick, golden light behind golden-green glit- 
terings, and tall gray-purple shafts, and darknesses further 
off, surrounding him, growing deeper. He was conscious 
of a sense of arrival. He was amid the reality, on the 
real, dark bottom. But there was the thirst burning in his 
brain. He felt lighter, not so heavy. He supposed it was 
newness. The air was muttering with thunder. He thought 
he was walking wonderfully swiftly and was coming 
straight to relief — or was it to water? 

Suddenly he stood still with fear. There was a tre- 
mendous flare of gold, immense — just a few dark trunks 
like bars between him and it. All the young level wheat 
was burnished gold glaring on its silky green. A woman, 
full-skirted, a black cloth on her head for head-dress, 
was passing like a block of shadow through the glistening, 
green corn, into the full glare. There was a farm, too, 
pale blue in shadow, and the timber black. And there 
was a church spire, nearly fused away in the gold. The 
woman moved on, away from him. He had no language 
with which to speak to her. She was the bright, solid 
unreality. She would make a noise of words that would 
confuse him, and her eyes would look at him without 
seeing him. She was crossing there to the other side. He 
stood against a tree. 
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When at last he turned, looking down the long, bare 
grove whose flat bed was already filling dark, he saw 
the mountains in a wonder-light, not far f away, and radi- 
ant. Behind the soft, gray ridge of the nearest range the 
further mountains stood golden and pale gray, the snow 
all radiant like pure, soft gold. So still, gleaming in the 
sky, fashioned pure out of the ore of the iky, they shone 
in their silence. He stood and looked at them, his face 
illuminated. And like the golden, lustrous gleaming of 
the snow he felt his own thirst bright in him. He stood 
and gazed, leaning against a tree. And then everything 
slid away into space. 

During the night the lightning fluttered perpetually, 
making the whole sky white. He must have walked again. 
The world hung livid round him for moments, fields a 
level sheen of gray-green light, trees in dark bulk, ana 
the range of clouds black across a white sky. Then the 
darkness fell like a shutter, and the night was whole. 
A faint flutter of a half-revealed world, that could not 
quite leap out of the darkness ! — Then there again stood 
a sweep of pallor for the land, dark shapes looming, a 
range of clouds hanging overhead. The world was a 
ghostly shadow, thrown for a moment upon the pure 
darkness, which returned ever whole and complete. 

And the mere delirium of sickness and fever went on 
inside him — his brain opening and shutting like the night 
--then sometimes convulsions of terror from something 
with great eyes that stared round a tree — then the long 
agony of the march, and the sun decomposing his blood — 
then the pang of hate for the Captain, followed by a pang 
of tenderness and ease. But everything was distorted, 
born of an ache and resolving into an ache. 

In the morning he came definitely awake. Then his 
brain flamed with the sole horror of thirstiness ! The sun 
was on his face, the dew was steaming from his wet 
clothes. Like one possessed, he got up. There, straight 
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° f hlm ’ blue * nd c ° o1 and tender, the mountains 
ranged across the pale edge of the morning sky. He 

wanted them-fe wanted them alone-he wanted to leave 
himself and be identified with them. They did not move. 

ey were still and soft, with white, gentle markings of 
snow. He stood st.ll mad with suffering, his hands crisp- 
ing and clutching. Then he was twisting in a paroxysnr 
on the grass. 1 J 

He lay still, in a kind of dream of anguish. His thirst 
seemed to have separated itself from him, and to stand 
apart, a single demand. Then the pain he felt was an- 
other single self. Then there was the clog of his body, 
another separate thing. He was divided among all kinds 
of separate beings. There was some strange, agonized 
connection between them, but they were drawing further 
apart. Then they would all split. The sun, drilling down 

°u !T’ , dn lmg throu ? h Ae bond. Then they would 
all fall, fall through the everlasting lapse of space. Then 
again, his consciousness reasserted itself. He roused on 
to his elbow and stared at the gleaming mountains. There 
ey ranked, all still and wonderful between earth and 
heaven. He stared till his eyes went black, and the moun- 
tains, as they stood in their beauty, so clean and cool, 
seemed to have it, that which was lost in him. 


When the soldiers found him, three hours later, he was 
lying with his face over his arm, his black hair giving 
off heat under the sun. But he was still alive. Seeing the 
open, black mouth the young soldiers dropped him in 
horror. 

He died in the hospital at night, without having seen 
again. 

The doctors saw the bruises on his legs, behind, and 
were silent. 
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The bodies of the two men lay together, side by side, 
in the mortuary, the one white and slender, but laid 
rigidly at rest, the other looking as if every moment it 
must rouse into life again, so young and unused, from a 
slumber. 



8 i i 


oiNL 




MISS BRILL 


Although it was so brilliantly fine — the blue sky 
powdered with gold and great spots of light like white wine 
splashed over the Jardins Publiques— Miss Brill was glad 
that she had decided on her fur. The air was motionless, 
but when you opened your mouth there was just a faint- 
chill, like a chill from a glass of iced water before you 
sip, and now and again a leaf came drifting — from no- 
where, from the sky. Miss Brill put up her hand and 
touched her fur. Dear little thing! It was nice to feel it 
again. She had taken it out of its box that afternoon, 
shaken out the moth-powder, given it a good brush, and 
rubbed the life back into the dim little eyes. “What has 
been happening to me?” said the sad little eyes. Oh, 
how sweet it was to see them snap at her again from the 
red eiderdown! . . ; But the nose, which was of some 
black composition, wasn't at all firm. It must have had 
a knock, somehow. Never mind — a little dab of black 
sealing-wax when the time came — when it was absolutely 
necessary. . . . Little rogue! Yes, she really felt like 
that about it. Little rogue biting its tail just by her left 
ear. She could have taken it off and laid it on her lap 
and stroked it. She felt a tingling in her hands and arms, 
but that came from walking, she supposed. And when 
she breathed, something light and sad — no, not sad, ex- 
actly— something gentle seemed to move in her bosom. 

There were a number of people out this afternoon, far 
more than last Sunday. And the band sounded louder 
and gayer. That was because the Season had begun. For 
although the band played all the year round on Sundays, 
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out of season it was never the same. It was like some one 
playing with only the family to listen ; it didn’t care how 
it played if there weren’t any stranger s f present. Wasn’t 
the conductor wearing a new coat, too? She was sure it 
was new. He scraped with his foot and flapped his arms 
like a rooster about to crow, and the bandsmen sitting 
in the green rotunda blew out their cheeks and glared 
at the music. Now there came a little “flutey” bit — very 
pretty ! — a little chain of bright drops. She was sure it 
would be repeated. It was ; she lifted her head and smiled. 

Only two people shared her “special” seat; a fine old 
man in a velvet coat, his hands clasped over a huge carved 
walking-stick, and a big old woman, sitting upright, with 
a roll of knitting on her embroidered apron. They did 
not speak. This was disappointing, for Miss Brill always 
looked forward to the conversation. She had become really 
quite expert, she thought, at listening as though she didn’t 
listen, at sitting in other people’s lives just for a minute 
while they talked round her. 

She glanced, sideways, at the old couple. Perhaps they 
would go soon. Last Sunday, too, hadn’t been as inter- 
esting as usual An Englishman and his wife, he wearing 
a dreadful Panama hat and she button boots. And she’d 
gone on the whole time about how she ought to wear 
spectacles; she knew she needed them; but that it was 
no good getting any; they’d be sure to break and they’d 
never keep on. And he’d been so patient. He’d suggested 
everything — gold rims, the kind that curved round your 
ears, little pads inside the bridge. No, nothing would 
please her. “They’ll always be sliding down my nose!” 
Miss Brill had wanted to shake her. 

The old people sat on the bench, still as statues. Never 
mind, there was always the crowd to watch. To and fro, 
in front of the flower-beds and the band rotunda, the 
couples and groups paraded, stopped to talk, to greet? 
to buy a handful of flowers from the old beggar who had 
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his tiay fixed to the railings. Little children ran among 
them, swooping and laughing ; little boys with big white 
silk bows under -their chins, little girls, little French dolls, 
dressed up in velvet and lace. And sometimes a tiny stag- 
gerer came suddenly rocking into the open from under 
the trees, stopped, stared, as suddenly sat down “flop,” 
until its small high-stepping mother, like a young hen, 
rushed scolding to its rescue. Other people sat on the 
benches and green chairs, but they were nearly always 
the same, Sunday after Sunday, and— Miss Brill had 
often noticed there was something funny about nearly 
all of them. They were odd, silent, nearly all old, and 
from the way they stared they looked as though they’d 
just come from dark little rooms or even — even cup- 
boards ! 

Behind the rotunda the slender trees with yellow leaves 
down drooping, and through them just a line of sea, and 
beyond the blue sky with gold-veined clouds. 

Tum-tum-tum tiddle-um! tiddle-um! turn tiddley-um 
turn ta ! blew the band. 

Two young girls in red came by and two young soldiers 
in blue met them, and they laughed and paired and went 
off arm-in-arm. Two peasant women with funny straw hats 
passed, gravely, leading beautiful smoke-colored donkeys. 
A cold, pale nun hurried by. A beautiful woman came 
along and dropped her bunch of violets, and a little boy ran 
after to hand them to her, and she took them and threw 
them away as if they’d been poisoned. Dear me ! Miss Brill 
didn’t know whether to admire that or not! And now an 
ermine toque and a gentleman in gray met just in front of 
her. He was tall, stiff, dignified, and she was wearing the 
ermine toque she’d bought when her hair was yellow. Now 
everything, her hair, her face, even her eyes, was the same 
color as the shabby ermine, and her hand, in its cleaned 
glove, lifted to dab her lips, was a tiny yellowish paw. Oh, 
she was so pleased to see him — delighted! She rather 
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thought they were going to meet that afternoon. She de- 
scribed where she'd been — everywhere, here, there, along 
by the sea. The day was so charming — didn't he agree? 
And wouldn't he, perhaps? . . . But he shook his head, 
lighted a cigarette, slowly breathed a great deep puff into 
her face, and, even while she was still talking and laugh- 
ing, flicked the match away and walked on. The ermine 
toque was alone ; she smiled more brightly than ever. But 
wen the band seemed to know what she was feeling and 
played more softly, played tenderly, and the drum beat, 
The Brute ! The Brute !'' over and over. What would she 
do ? What was going to happen now ? But as Miss Brill 
wondered, the ermine toque turned, raised her hand as 
though she'd seen some one else, much nicer, just over 
there, and pattered away. And the band changed again and 
played more quickly, more gayly than ever, and the old 
couple on Miss Brill's seat got up and marched away, and 
such a funny old man with long whiskers hobbled along in 
time to the music and was nearly knocked over by four 
girls walking abreast. 

Oh, how fascinating it was! How she enjoyed it! How 
she loved sitting here, watching it all! It was like a play. 
It was exactly like a play. Who could believe the sky at 
the back wasn't painted ? But it wasn't till a little brown 
dog trotted on solemn and then slowly trotted off, like a 
little “theater" dog, a little dog that had been drugged, 
that Miss Brill discovered what it. was that made it so ex- 
citing. They were all on the stage. They weren't only the 
audience, not only looking on ; they were acting. Even she 
had a part and came every Sunday. No doubt somebody 
would have noticed if she hadn't been there ; she was part 
of the performance after all. How strange she'd never 
thought of it like that before ! And yet it explained why 
she made such a point of starting from home at just the 
same time each week— -so as not to be late for the per- 
formance — and it also explained why she had quite a queer. 


MISS BRILL m 

shy feeling at telling her English pupils how she spent her 
Sunday afternoons. No wonder! Miss Brill nearly laughed 
out loud. She was on the stage. She thought of the old 
invalid gentleman to whom she read the newspaper four 
afternoons a week while he slept in the garden. She had 
got quite used to the frail head on the cotton pillow, the 
hollowed eyes, the open mouth and the high pinched nose. 

If he d been dead she mightn’t have noticed for weeks ; she 
wouldn’t have minded. But suddenly he knew he was hav- 
ing the paper read to him by an actress ! “An actress !” The 
old head lifted ; two points of light quivered in the old 
eyes. An actress are ye?” And Miss Brill smoothed the 
newspaper as though it were the manuscript of her part 
and said gently : “Yes, I have been an actress for a long 
time.” 

The band had been having a rest. Now they started 
again. And what they played was warm, sunny, yet there 
was just a faint chill — a something, what was it? — not 
sadness — no, not sadness — a something that made you want j, 
to sing. The tune lifted, lifted, the light shone; and it 
seemed to Miss Brill that in another moment all of them, 
all the whole company, would begin singing. The young 
ones, the laughing ones who were moving together, they 
would begin, and the men’s voices, very resolute and brave, 
would join them. And then she too, she too, and the others 
on the benches — they would come in with a kind of accom- 
paniment — something low, that scarcely rose or fell, some- 
thing so beautiful— moving. ... And Miss Brill’s eyes 
filled with tears and she looked smiling at all the other 
members of the company. Yes, we understand, we under- 
stand, she thought — though what they understood she 
didn’t know. ** 

Just at that moment a boy and a girl came and sat down 
where the old couple had been. They were beautifully 
dressed; they were in love. The hero and heroine, of 
course, just arrived from his father’s yacht And still 
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soundlessly singing, still with that trembling smile. Miss 
Brill prepared to listen. 

“No, not now,” said the girl. “Not here, I can’t.” 

“But why? Because o£ that stupid old thing at the end 
there?” asked the boy. “Why does she come here at all — 
who wants her? Why doesn’t she keep her silly old mug 
at home?” 

“It’s her fu-fur which is so funny,” giggled the girl. 
“It’s exactly like a fried whiting.” 

“Ah, be off with you !” said the boy in an angry whisper. 
Then : “Tell me, ma petite chere — ” 

“No, not here,” said the girl. “Not yet ” 


On her way home she usually bought a slice of honey- 
cake at the baker’s. It was her Sunday treat. Sometimes 
there was an almond in her slice, sometimes not. It made a, 
I great difference. If there was an almond it was like carry-*! 
1 1 ing home a tiny present — a surprise — something that might 

I ]| very well not have been there. She hurried on the almond 

Sundays and struck the match for the kettle in quite a 
dashing way. 

But to-day she passed the baker’s by, climbed the stairs, 
went into the little dark room — her room like a cupboard 
— and sat down on the red eiderdown. She sat there for a 
long time. The box that the fur came out of was on the 
bed. She unclasped the necklet quickly; quickly, without 
looking, laid it inside. But when she put the lid on she 
thought she heard something crying. 





the runaways 

The sky roHeri from side to side like an animal in pain, 
outstretched on the soft, saturated trees. Now and again 
there was a groan of thunder, and lightning played with 
a mi! te i r °* enorrnous e )’ es rolling in their sockets. 

. , , P in the cross-roads saloon hollowed out a space 

m the darkness into which the rain poured, in which it 
was as bright as tin. Charlie Fox knelt there in the mud 
and admired this brightness. Then, dreamily, he set out 
toward home— to be more exact, toward the pleasant sour 
fragrance of the vegetation half-floating, half-rooted, in the 
fields He could not endure bad weather unless he was 
drunk when it meant nothing to him. He lay in the mud, 
lurched into cold creeks, stumbled through the underbrush 
at the side of the road, blustered and hiccoughed, col- 
lapsed backwards into a ditch or the flooded grass. His 
obstinate sighs mixed with the wind as it pulled the 
clouds away. He always got home safely at last. His 
aught er Amelia left a lamp rolled low in a window to 
guide him to his bed, but he usually tumbled quietly into 
the haymow. 

The eighty-acre farm which he had inherited was a 
miserable thing to be dependent upon. Gashed with gullies, 
the fields of. red clay sloped acutely toward the house 
and barn, which were half hidden in the edge of a swamp. 
In the center of this swamp, like an immense ditch, lay a 
lake into which the rains kept carrying the top-soil. Charlie 
Fox’s father, understanding the farm’s weaknesses, had 
kept the upper acres in sod-crops, filled the gullies with 
stone, planted clover to nourish the soil, rotted the straw 
in the barnyard and hauled it with manure into all the 
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I fields in turn. In his youth Charlie had learned these hard 

| lessons, but preferred to forget them. He planted only a 

| little oats for the horse, a little corn for the cattle. The 

v fences tottered and fell under the loads of woodbine and 

•: wild grapes. In large pastures full of thistles two or three 

;; sharp-hipped cows gnawed the June-grass that grew be- 

• tween the stones. 

Charlie hired out by the day to his neighbors. They 
liked him, remembering his good nature whenever his bad 
1; habit made him a nuisance. One autumn, for example, 

I having wandered away too frequently to a bottle behind a 

I beam in the wagon-shed, he had dropped his pitchfork 

1 into a threshing machine, spoiling the blades which cut the 

twine; the owner had cursed and threatened, but in the 
end Charlie was not even obliged to pay for the damage. 
He was satisfied with his way of life — moving irrespon- 
sibly from farm to farm, working in no hurry, spending 
his earnings on drink when the weather was bad, his spare 
time mooning about the countryside. The roads were 
white, and pointed into distant hollows and distant forests, 
or lifted up to pierce the sky : arrows pointing to the 
sickly solitude that he loved. ... 

His wife and daughter lived like a pair of domestic 
animals in a pen: coarse trees on three sides, one of 
Charlie’s roads on the other, no variety, no entertainment, 
no plans, nothing to expect but that poverty would pinch 
them more and more cruelly ; and they were bound to 1 his 
man who was happy in a mysterious way, and so did not 
care. 

As a tall wry-faced girl, Mrs. Fox, having been assured 
by her brothers that she need not expect to be courted 
for her looks, had married Charlie to avoid becoming an 
old maid. Charlie’s mother had suggested that he might 
wake up and get his feet on the ground when he married ; 
his bride had taken the chance and lost. 

'‘Everything’s goin’ to pieces,” she complained. “It’s *he 
worst-lookin’ place in the county. Look at that broke rig 



with the weeds growin’ through the wheels. The tools al 
out gettin rusted. I’ll be switched if even the mare don’l 
look mangy!” „ 

“Oh, stop it, Ma !” Amelia grumbled, “What good does 
that kind a talk do ?” 

„ ^obody goes by on the road” her mother went on 
nothin to see, nothin' to do. And me sick. Your pa gets 
the best of it, he gets out among folks. We women don't 
get no further’n you could throw a stone/ 

Amelia marched across from the sink, her round 
shoulders raised, shaking her dish-towel angrily. “Who’s 
to blame for this God-awful marsh? What’s the use’a so 
much whimpering? Who’s to blame, I ast you? Better lie 
down, Ma, and rest.” 

As soon as the girl went out to do the milking the sick 
woman shuffled away to bed. If it rained she tossed back 
md forth among the quilts and pillows, kept awake by 
the water which streamed in all the gullies, washing the 
best of their land down to the lake, temporary rivers 
with an echo in the universe, gurgling and growing thick, 
without foam. Soon there would be nothing left but rocks 
like a lot of skulls between the fences, 

Amelia was a short, displeasing, muscular girl. Her 
chapped skin seemed to have been drawn tight over the 
bones of her face — over the long nose, the not quite sym- 
metrical cheek-bones, the stubborn receding chin — drawn 
tight and fastened in back by her knotted hair. When she 
did not pout, her lips were scarcely to be seen. 
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soused in boiling water; and she alone cut up the pork, 
rubbed and smoked the bacon, ground the sausage meat 
and stuffed the intestines with it. On spring nights she 
watched for hours over the old sows while they farrowed, 
lest they eat their young. Her last duty was to turn down 
the lamp in the window which her father could see as he 
stumbled up the road. 

The lake in the swamp contained black bass and 
pickerel. It belonged to a paralytic widow in Milwaukee; 
so Charlie posed as its proprietor and rented his flat- 
bottomed boat to fishermen two or three times a week, 
which seemed to him an ideal source of revenue. One 
Sunday morning a young man named Nick Richter drove 
up before the barn with two bamboo poles wagging behind 
his buggy, and Amelia showed him where to tie his horse 
and brought the heavy oars from the shed. 

He soon became Amelia’s suitor. His father had been a 
blacksmith ; just before he died, having speculated in 
Texas oil, he had been forced to sell his house, his shop, 
and every hammer and horseshoe in it. Nick had no home, 
but worked here and there, chiefly in the towns, at odd 
jobs. He bought a horse and buggy when he could afford 
to, and sold them when he was out of work; and at every 
Saturday and Sunday night dance for years tried to make 
a good marriage. But he danced with his jaw, his neck, 
and his elbows ; the boisterous girls merely laughed at 
him. These entertainments were also expensive ; he grew 
discouraged. Having found Amelia, he had only to take 
her to the lake to fish or pretend to fish, and could save 
a little money. 

A fragrant old road led down through the swamp. Near 
the lake the water glimmered between the boughs in 
mother-of-pearl strips. Over it and over the treetops 
murky hills lifted their feeble, capricious beauty. A muddy 
channel led from the tottering boathouse out through the 
reeds to a cup-shaped harbor, separated from the deep 
water by a sand bar. In this quiet place a few lilies grew. 
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th u USting ab0Ve the surfac e *» hard 

nW a l h w d the , Whlte Spreadin £ out tufts of morbid 
plumage. Here the boat was at rest, the oars hanging from 

the oarlocks Along the shore autumn leaves, dead bodies 
of leaves, shadows of leaves, fell and floated among the 
water-Mies Nick crouched in the bottom of the boat, half- 

Sl ^ lia ’ t ting 0n the broad back seat > held 

InnV f ° n + her kp ' n her hands - There was a wan, stupid 
. ° £ C , S as ^ ° n h^ r face, an ecstasy of possession with- 
out confidence that she could keep him, without hope that 
she would be any better off if she did. 

One morning that fall when an odor, iced and musky, 
came out of the forest and the dewy red leaves looked 
swoHen the thickets very large with mist, Amelia went 
into the barn soon after daybreak. Light came in, a feeble 
quivering of it, from the two peep-holes and irnmmoraKU 
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“I don't know." 

“ I thought you might try something else. The land isn't 
much good, is it?" • 

“Good for nothin'," she said. “Nick's plumb disgusted. 
He says I ought to've told him. But I was sweet on him. 
Oh Lord ! that land's wore out, sandy — stone and ditches. 
It's gettin > now so's it won't raise grass — never was 
manured any. And the fences are all down. God ! I hate it ! 

“Well, not just because it's poor farmin'. I don't know 
— the woods maybe, those rotten trees so close. It’s no way 
to live ; you see ’em all day and hear 'em all night. When 
I was a kid I used to be scared our house would slide into 
the lake. Was you ever down there? It just shows you 
what it's always been like. If you fell in, you’d have some 
chance. But if you was always in. . . ." 

Her voice became a wild whisper. “You need some ex- 
citement. I never went nowhere, never saw nothin' — had to 
work. I guess you wouldn’t have the nerve to get out of a 
dead hole like that if you knew you got to come back. 
That’s why I never went to dances. I guess you'd jump 
into the lake for good — when you got home, I mean." 

“Why don't you sell the whole outfit and rent a house 
near town?" some one asked. “Nick could make as much 
in town by the day as he does here." 

She did not seem to be listening. “And it's so awful 
still," she muttered. “My God! It's so still you can hear 
the slime dripping in the well." 

“Sell it and go to town. Nick could make two or three 
dollars a day. Don't try to stick it out another year. Give 
yourself a chance. Have an auction." 

“What?" she cried. “Sell that junk? Lord, it wouldn't 
bring thirty cents. Spread all that rubbish round the yard 
for a lot of old women to pick over ? I should say not. 
Oh, I couldn't," she lamented. “I couldn't go off and 
leave the house, everything the way it's always been. It'd 
be like leaving one'a them, Ma or Pa— like not burying 
them," she said. 
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That spring Nick put in only the patch of oats for the 
horse, plowing up the garden for Amelia, and began to 
hire out to his neighbors as Charlie had done. Pie was a 
good worker in his sour, muttering way, but he was not 
popular. Holding out his red wrists stiffly was all that he 
ever did to show willingness. He was bad-tempered, and 
growing worse every day. Perhaps his marriage was a 
disappointment; without doubt, in so far as he had been 
able to imagine such things, he must have missed the 
serenity of a married man, the security of a man of 
property. How could he have helped being contaminated by 
Amelia’s restless discontent? Perhaps he was afraid of 
her : a weak swimmer who had ventured into what looked 
like a stagnant pool, to find himself in the embrace of a 
profound, indomitable current. . . . 

By autumn she had brought him around to her point of 
view — less a point of view than a mania, a waking dream. 
She would stand a long time under the poplars full of 
blackbirds, glaring at the exhausted soil gaping through 
the grass, the thin stand of grain, the capacious parched 
gullies, the trees asleep in the sunshine. Then she would 
shout raucously and chase the hens around the yard with a 
stick. Every day she killed one and they ate it, until they 
were all gone. 

“There ain’t no sale for such a place,” Nick told her. 
“Your pa had it insured for more’n it was worth — he 
didn’t know no better.” 

In consequence, she got out the insurance policy and 
pored over it by the hour; it was hard for her to read; 
but there at the head of the page it said five thousand 
dollars — -that was hers, the company had no right to keep 
it, she would have it. 

One morning they packed a small tin trunk, put it under 
the buggy seat, and covered it with a horse-blanket. They 
had sold the cattle, but they had to leave the hops behind. 
Nick had brought home a bottle in honor of the occasion, 
and took a drink to give him courage. Then they made a 
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pile of newspapers and bed-quilts in the cellar, lit it, and 
drove away as fast as they could toward Belleville, taking- 
indirect wooded roads lest they be turned back by some one 
who had heard the news. 

In the semicircle of swampy forest the little house 
squatted, stared from its uncurtained windows which re- 
sembled idiot eyes without eyelashes. The sheds leaned 
against the barn. A sick dove staggered over the rocks by 
the water-trough. A little way from the kitchen door some 
shirts, stockings, and torn dish-towels hung on a line 
stretched between two posts; Amelia had said, smiling 
from ear to ear, “Leave them things there, so's the neigh- 
bors won't think any harm." Indoors the breakfast dishes 
lay in and around a dishpan of cold water, and the fire in 
the range was only a handful of pink coals ; but one could 
have smelled smoke, and finally it began to curl up through 
the cracks in the floor. 

Down the road a fat man named Beacon sat on his lawn, 
a pitcher of water beside him, fanning his wet face with 
a newspaper. In hot weather, on account of his weight, he 
had to leave the hard work to his sons. He beckoned to a 
passer-by and went down, wheezing and ponderous, to the 
road. “Hey, as you went by Fox's," he asked, “did you see 
anything of Nick?” 

He was deaf, so his neighbor shouted. “Nobody there. 
I wanted to get him myseli, so I stopped by their house." 

“Whew!" the heavy man sighed. “Nobody there. Queer. 
Nick's been helpin' us out, and he hain't showed up to-day. 
He al'ays sends word. I thought he must'a been sick." 

“Now that is funny. Amelia wasn't there, neither." 

“Well, it's a new wrinkle for Nick," Beacon concluded 
mournfully. 

At the Hope's Corner store some one noticed a faint 
smokiness in the air. Some one else said, “It comes down 
from the forest fires in the north of the state." 
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A vast black mushroom ■ rose over the swamp. When 
the wind broke it up, the smoke, thick and steady and the 
color of wheat ohaff, rolled slowly overhead. 

Through a hole in the roof a great draught lifted the 
flame as if in a chimney. The yard filled with men, their 
faces in the ruddy light spectral and glistening. They 
fought the fire eagerly and with some skill. They chopped 
down the flaming porch. Sweat dripped under their blue 
shirts. Three of them in turn working the handle of the 
coughing, spurting pump, and bucket after bucket of watei 
was passed from hand to hand and emptied. 

A good many buggies, wagons, and autos drew up 
along the road ; several women looked on with interest, 
their summer dresses and parasols lending to the catas- 
trophe an air of picnic. Among the spectators but near 
enough to make his advice heard above the crackle and 
roar of the fire, the other shouts, the axes, the creak of 
the pump-handle, old Beacon was enthroned on a dry- 
goods box. “Well,” he demanded, between orders, “what 
d’you think of this? They had it insured.” He winked* 
“Well, IT be damned, anyhow.” He swelled out his cheeks 
and blew wearily. 

The roof fell, splitting like paper, and after that the 
fire diminished. The floor sent up smoke and steam, but 
no more flame. The kitchen stove crashed through the 
charred boards into the cellar. 

“But I don't know what these men are burstin’ them- 
selves for, at a job like this,” old Beacon said. “Looks 
to me like nobody’s goin’ to thank ’em for it. The mare 
and the cart’re gone. An’ everythin’ else of any value, 
Fll bet.” 

The flames left a ruin shaped like a charred pot. The 
men drew off — wet, black, tired, and puzzled — washed 
their faces at the pump and rolled down their sleeves. 
The horses were untied, every one piled into one vehicle 
or another, and they drove away shouting; but those who 
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spoke of the cause of the fire did so in pairs, very quietly. 

From the foul and broken house the smoke went up 
straight to the sky. Now it was soft as wool, now like a 
shell or a tower of shell. It widened over the swamp, 
casting a shadow on the lake, and persisted until dusk 
with an even melancholy trembling. 

Meanwhile over the little wooded hills Nick and Amelia 
were in flight, though they did not realize it at first, having 
intended to drive back toward evening, to hide their trunk 
in a gully, and pretend to be heartbroken. Nick had 
brought his bottle along; he was not used to drinking, so 
he giggled like a small girl and amused himself by picking 
the brightest leaves from the trees as they passed. Amelia 
drove. Suddenly she began to whip the horse. “I’m not 
goin’ to stop at Belleville,' ” she said. “I’m going to Fond 
du Lac; it's a big place.” 

“We’ve got to go back home and put in the claim for 
the insurance, you blamed fool.” 

“I won’t. I tell you I won’t. I don’t want to. We can 
get the money in Fond du Lac.” She whimpered and 
looked over her shoulder. 

“What’s the matter with you, anyway? Are you afraid 
of the fire? Are you ashamed of yourself? You ought to 
be.” He slapped her, but that did not prevent her from 
turning down a road which led toward the larger town. 

“Oh, I don’t know, I don’t care. But I’m not goin’ back 
home any more. Lord! I hate that place. And you’re 
supposed to work for old Beacon; he’ll be awfully mad 
and he’ll make out who started the fire.” Her hair had 
come down; her face was weary and yellow; her mouth 
twitched as if she were angry. She went on whipping 
the old mare. 

Then, thanks to the bottle, Nick decided that she was 
funny, and took everything in good nature. They had 
nothing to eat all day. Toward sunset they arrived in 
Fond du Lac. Nick had worked there and knew his way 
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about; Amelia had the money from the sale of the cows 
in her stocking; they took a room in a boarding-house. 
That night Nick went to see a disreputable lawyer whom 
he knew, told him the story, and gave him the insurance 
policy. 

The next day the lawyer went to Hope's Corner. He 
found old Beacon on his lawn, wearing a wet bandana 
handkerchief instead of a hat. “I am an insurance lawyer. 
I want to make some inquiries about that fire." 

“The less said about that the better," Beacon replied. 
“Whew !" He settled his damp cheeks in the folds of his 
neck. “A plain case of arson. But they cleared out and 
gave the whole show away. They ain't much better at 
lawbr cakin' than anything else. Well, the old house is 
burned to the timbers. It serves poor old Charlie Fox 
right for insuring his farm for more'n its worth. And 
for havin' a half-witted girl." 

When the lawyer got back to town and told the fugi- 
tives that he would not take up their claim, Amelia cursed 
the insurance company and accused him of fraud; Nick 
burst into tears and said it was her fault and beat her. 
Then they went down to dinner at the boarding-house 
table. 

The shuttered dining room smelled like a potato-cellar. 
When the landlady trotted out of the kitchen and set down 
platters of meat in slabs as large as her hand and bowls 
of bitter turnips in milk, the regular boarders looked with 
wan faces at their plates and at one another. Nick and 
Amelia had no appetites on account of their misfortune. 

On their way into town they had passed two belated 
vans of a tent carnival, the horses' fetlocks stirring up dust 
in clouds which settled on the faces of several men with 
cheeks full of tobacco and a hatchet-faced woman who 
lay on some rolls of canvas. There were two ladies from 
this company at the boarding-house. These two ate with 
the silent heartiness of women paid to do so in a show- 
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window as an advertisement of something. Under mats 
of blondined hair fastened with rhinestone pins, their 
faces had an identical appearance of cheap china. Their 
hard eyes lay still amid soiled eyelashes; the spots of 
orange rouge were too close to their ears ; their nails, cut 
in triangles, shone like celluloid. Grasping their knives 
and forks vigorously, their eyes unfocused, their red 
mouths in motion, they consumed the fat meat to the 
last drop of gravy, the soggy pie to the last crumb. 

Amelia gazed at these two with open-mouthed admira- 
tion; they were her ideal. After dinner they passed out 
handbills and she engaged one of them in conversation, 
telling how their house had burned down and a lawyer 
her husband had picked out had cheated them of their 
insurance. Meanwhile the other asked Nick to come up- 
stairs to help her move a trunk. Nick came down red- 
faced and flattered; and all four of them made their way 
to the dance-hall park, between the river and the railroad 
tracks, where the carnival had pitched its tents. 

Five great wagons and a mud-caked Ford were drawn 
up on the banks of an untidy stream. The horses grazed in 
an adjoining vacant lot, sweat dried in flakes on their 
backs, switching at the flies and never lifting their heads 
to look at the tumultuous camp, unfolded out of the loads 
they had drawn. 

In the center, like a fat woman pirouetting, the merry- 
go-round revolved laboriously. The minute stallions with 
mincing legs outspread and foamless lips parted, the pair 
of crimson tigers drawing a chariot for those too timid 
or too large to go astride, and the sky-blue bears — the 
power which set them gradually rocking and circling came 
from a steam engine shaped like a short-necked bottle, 
whose whistle preceded the slapping and squeaking of the 
leather belts and the outburst of shrill tunes from the 
calliope when all the passengers, mostly children, had 
been hoisted and set upright in the saddles. 
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A crowd of untidy women and shouting boys filled the 
alley between the tents. The refreshment booth, a great 
umbrella of canvas over planks laid from barrel to barrel, 
did a brisk business in ice-cream cones, tepid drinks, sand- 1 
wiches, and sausages. A young man whose hair hung down ij 
m shoestrings and a young woman with brown pouches 
beneath her eyes ran from side to side, calling, “What’s 
yours ? and, “Don’t push, plee-ease,” storing the nickels 
and dimes m a cash-register drawer which opened and 
shut with a grating noise. 

Next to it stood a Hit the Nigger Baby establishment : 
a hierarchy of dolls, a pile of baseballs with which to 
knock them down, and a display of bad cigars, vases, felt 
pillow-covers, and ash-trays, for prizes. Though it was 
Saturday afternoon, a few grown men were there to pat- 
ronize it ; for those who had worked all morning in that 
heat naturally preferred to lie on couches indoors, alone 
with newspapers over their faces. 

Through the crowd, like two small children, Nick and 
Amelia followed the theatrical ladies, toward whom some- 
times heads were turned and fingers pointed, because thev 
were so rouged and fashionable. Who could have told 
which was the proudest then, the country wife or her sul- 
en and fickle husband ? They left their new friends at the 
entrance to the show, “Gay Paree,” promising to go in 
when it began. 

The leaves of the maples, pock-marked and bleached 
by a common blight, loosened and glided through the 
windless air ; the calliope played, the barkers grew hoarse 
many babies cried. The two who had run away from 
the country forgot their unsuccessful fraud, forgot the 
swamp, their hopelessness, the future, and wandered up 
and down, too happy to enjoy any particular thing. Already 
Nick was trying to seem accustomed to it all, hunching 
his shoulders as he always did, in the manner of a bad- 
tempered bird of prey. Amelia walked with a loose light- 
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footedness, gazing in every direction at once, like one 
who has just come to paradise. 

Finally they returned to the boarding-house with the 
shameless dancers. The result was that they joined the 
carnival company before it left Fond du Lac, contribut- 
ing the horse and buggy and what was left from the sale 
of their two cows as capital. At first Nick drove a van 
and Amelia cooked sausages and patties of ground meat 
on a black pan in the refreshment pavilion, taking the 
place of the brown-cheeked woman, who had fallen ill. 

For years they traveled about Wisconsin and up and 
down the Mississippi in this company. Business was not 
good; business was never good, or never good enough. 
It was a hard life: shouting, luring, brow-beating, laugh- 
ing, and singing; eating the poorest food, counting the 
smallest coins, packing the tents, frayed finery, nigger 
dolls, fangless rattlesnakes, and petrified Belgian babies; 
the boss and his wife going ahead in the Ford to rent the 
next park, the rest following slowly after the strong- 
smelling horses. Nick and Amelia, as well as the youngest 
Gayety Queen and the newest freak, learned that romance 
is for those who see, never for those who do, and under- 
paid as a profession. 

Floating overhead there was a picture on slack canvas 
of the dope fiend, a moon-colored young man with scaly, 
allegorical beasts nestling against his ribs. Under it hung 
posters of Jocko, the Baboon Man, who spoke the monkey 
language and ate raw meat, a snake-charmer among her 
serpents, which stood up in spirals as thick as trees, and 
the Fat Woman, a belted and corsetted feather-bed, with 
oval fing ers scarcely meeting across her chest. A nervous 
little man who looked as if he might at any moment burst 
into tears lectured the people. Inside, the pale young man 
murmured, “Cigarette smoking has made me what I am 
to-day,” and the charmer crooned perfunctorily to her 
sick snakes; the tent reeked with his ether and her toilet 
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water. When he was feeling well, Jocko, the Baboon Man, 
tore off the heads of squawking live hens with his teeth 
and sucked their blood. 

There was always a crowd in front of the other tent, 

Gay Paree, perhaps because of the free show before 
the performance. Three women and a negro came out 
on a platform like a large bench. The women’s diaphanous 
slips, all beads and fringe, did not cover a row of pink 
and green legs, two of which were crooked and four fat. 

They gazed at the crowd with the solemnity of caged 
animals and with an air of concentration ; it was not easy 
to look voluptuous on the couchless, cushionless boards. 

One of them pulled her blouse away from her body and 
peered avidly inside it. The negro who was standing sleep- 
ily beside them crouched at a given moment and began to 
pipe, drearily and loud, on a sort of flute. The women 
stiffened, their lips parted, the pupils of their eyes grew 
large and still. Three arms were lifted, and all their bodies 
throbbed, paused, throbbed again. Then each one curved 3 
her waist extremely, first to the right side, then to the 
left, and each seemed to spring upward and outward and 
relax like a bow from which an arrow has been shot. 

Three shrill cries and a tapping of the negro’s foot marked 
the time. 

During the dance Amelia came out of the tent behind 
the performers and sat down in the ticket booth. As she 
took out the roll of tickets like a pulley wheel and counted 
the change in a box, her small eyes drifted loftily from 
dull face to dull face: so many strangers, so many fools 
so many tickets to be sold. ... 

She had grown fat and looked like a female jack-in-the- 
box. Her narrow lips had been pressed together gradually 
by rectangular cheeks; there were deep crevices at her 
wnsts; the sharp chin-bone was lost amid a succession 
ol double chins, gathered into a tight necklace of amber 
beads. Her hair was mounted in a pompadour over a 


290 GREAT MODERN SHORT STORIES 

visible brown rat. Her purple velvet dress had worn 
leathery at the elbows. Nevertheless, the way she sat in 
her booth like an improvised pulpit, the fruits of ex- 
perience in her face, the new masses of her body, did 
make one think in some way of progress and prosperity 
and joy. 

Nick’s appearance between the flaps, coattails first, as 
he argued with some one inside the tent, silenced the 
music and arrested the dancing. He turned around and 
began to harangue the onlookers and to shake his large 
fists, straining the frock-coat which was buttoned too 
tightly across his chest. His glance was still hurt and 
ominous, and there was still the suggestion of a curse in 
the tone of his voice ; the carnival had not been his salva- 
tion. Amelia alone, soothed by movement and noise, 
gorged with excitement, was satisfied ; and without look- 
ing at him seemed to be making fun of his angry hands, 
the furtive hope in his eyes, the mastiff jaw that would 
never dare to snap. 

"You have here, ladies and gentlemen,” he continued, 
smiling conventionally, "the flower df Oriental art. It is 
no singing and dancing for children. There are things 
about it. they would not appreciate. All these famous per- 
formers have appeared in Paris. The French do not 
relish tame entertainments. They like it hot and strong. 
You have seen their free preliminary dance. It is only a 
sample of what they can do. The admission is ten cents. 
I advise you strongly to come in. The show starts in five 
minutes.” 

The women and the negro sauntered down the steps 
behind the flap. Nick disappeared. Amelia began to tear 
off tickets and make change, and presently she followed. 
All was well ; for in the dusty grove were tents, the brass 
throats of the calliope opened again, and the whole small 
town throbbed with music. 
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Tom Squires came into the drug store to buy a tooth- 
brush, a can of talcum, aspirin, a gargle, castile soap, 
epsom salts and a box of cigars. Having lived alone for 
many years he was methodical, and while waiting to be 
served he held the list in his hand. It was Christmas week 
and Minneapolis was under two feet of exhilarating, 
constantly refreshed snow; with his cane Tom knocked 
two dean crusts of it from his overshoes, Then, looking 
up, he saw the blond girl. 

She was a rare blonde, even in that Promised Land 
of Scandinavians, where pretty blondes are not rare. 
There was warm color in her cheeks, lips and pink little 
hands that folded powders into papers ; her hair, in long 
braids twisted about her head, was shining and alive. 
She seemed to Tom suddenly the cleanest person he knew 
of, and he caught his breath as he stepped forward, and 
looked into her gray eyes. 

“A can of talcum." 

“What kind?" 

“Any kind. That’s fine." 

She looked back at him without self-consciousness, and, 
as the list melted away, his heart raced with it wildly. 

“I am not old," he wanted to say. “At fifty I’m younger 
than most men of forty. Don’t I interest you at all?" 

But she only said : “What kind of gargle?" And he 
answered: “What can you recommend? Thafs fine." 

Almost painfully he took his eyes from her, went out 
and got into his coupe. 
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“If that young idiot only knew what an old imbecile 
like me could do for her,” he thought, humorously ; what 
worlds I could open out to her ! ' 

As he drove away into the winter twilight he followed 
this train of thought to a totally unprecedented conclusion. 
Perhaps the time of day was the responsible stimulant, 
for the shop windows glowing into the cold, the tinkling 
bells of a delivery sleigh, the white gloss left by shovels 
on the sidewalks, the enormous distance of the stars, 
brought back the feel of other nights thirty years ago. For 
an ins tan t the girls he had known then slipped like phan- 
toms out of their dull matronly selves of to-day, and 
fluttered past him with frosty, seductive laughter, until a 
pleasant shiver crawled up his spine. 

“Youth! Youth! Youth!” he apostrophized with con- 
scious lack of originality, and, as a somewhat ruthless and 
domineering man of no morals whatsoever, he consideied 
going back to the drug store seeking the blond girl s 
address. It was not his sort of thing, so the half-formed 
intention passed — the idea remained. 

“Youth, by heaven, youth!” he repeated under his 
breath. “I want it near me, all around me, just once more 
before I’m too old to care.” 

He was tall, lean and handsome with the ruddy, 
bronzed face of a sportsman and a just faintly graying 
mustache. Once he had been among the city’s best beaux, 
organizer of cotillions and charity balls, popular with 
men and women and with several generations of them. 
After the war he had suddenly felt poor, gone into busi- 
ness and in ten years accumulated nearly a million dollars. 
Tom Squires was not introspective, but he perceived now 
that the wheel of his life had revolved again, bringing up 
forgotten, yet familiar, dreams and yearnings. Entering 
his house he turned suddenly to a pile of disregarded in- 
vitations to see whether or not he had been bid to a 
dance to-night. 
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Throughout his dinner, which he ate alone at the Down- 
town Club, his eyes were half -closed, and on his face was 
a faint smile. He was practicing so that he would be able 
to laugh at himself painlessly if necessary. 

“I don’t even know what they talk about,” he admitted. 
“They pet — prominent broker goes to petting party with 
debutante. What is a petting party? Do they serve re- 
freshments? Will I have to learn to play a saxophone?” 

These matters, lately as remote as China in a news- 
reel, came alive to him. They were serious questions. At 
ten o’clock he walked up the steps of the College Club to 
a private dance with the same sense of entering a new 
world as when he had gone into a training camp back 
in seventeen. He spoke to a hostess of his generation and 
to her daughter, overwhelmingly of another, and sat down 
in a corner to acclimate himself. 

He was not alone long. A silly young man named 
Leland Jaques, who lived across the street from Tom r 
remarked him kindly and came over to brighten his life 
He was such an exceedingly fatuous young man that, for 
a moment, Tom was annoyed, but he perceived craftily 
that he might be of service. 

“Hello, Mr. Squires. How are you, sir?” 

“Fine, thanks, Leland. Quite a dance.” 

As one man of the world with another Mr. Jaques sat, 
or lay, down on the couch and lit— or so it seemed to Tom 
— three or four cigarettes at once. 

“You should of been here last night, Mr. Squires. Oh, 
boy, that was a party and a half! The Caulkins. Half 
past five!” 

“Who’s that girl who changes partners every minute?” 
Tom asked. “No, the one in white passing the door.” 

“That’s Annie Lorry.” 

“Arthur Lorry’s daughter?” 

“Yes.” - 

“She seems popular.’* 
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“About the most popular girl in town, anyway at a 
dance.” 

“Not popular except at dances ?” * 

“Oh, sure, but she hangs around with Randy Cambell 
all the time.” 

“What Cambell?” 

“D. B ” 

There were new names in town in the last decade. 

“It's a boy and girl affair.” Pleased with this phrase 
Jaques tried to repeat it. “One of those boy and girls 
affair — boys and girl affairs.” He gave it up and lit 
several more cigarettes, crushing out the first series on 
Tom’s lap. 

“Does she drink?” 

“Not especially. At least, I never saw her passed oui 
— that’s Randy Cambell just cut in on her now.” 

They were a nice couple. Her beauty sparkled bright 
against his strong, tall form, and they floated hoveringly, 
delicately, like two people in a nice, amusing dream. They 
came near and Tom admired the faint dust of powder 
over her freshness, the guarded sweetness of her smile, 
the fragility of her body calculated by nature to a milli- 
meter to suggest a bud yet guarantee a flower. Pier inno- 
cent, passionate eyes were brown, perhaps, but almost 
violet in the silver light. 

“Is she out this year ?” 

“Who?” 

“Miss Lorry.” 

“Yes.” 

Although the girl’s loveliness interested Tom, he was 
unable to picture himself as one of the attentive, grateful 
queue that pursued her around the room. Better meet her 
when the holidays were over and most , of these young 
men were back in college “where they belonged.” Tom 
Squires was old enough to wait. 

He waited a fortnight while the city sank into the end- 
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less northern mid-winter, where gray skies were friend- 
lier than metallic blue skies, and dusk, whose lights were a 
reassuring glimpse into the continuity of human cheer, 
was warmer than the afternoons of bloodless sunshine. 
The coat of snow lost its press and became soiled and 
shabby, and ruts froze in the street; some of the big 
houses on Crest Avenue began to close as their occupants 
went South. In those cold dog days Tom asked Annie and 
her parents to go as his guests to the last Bachelors’ Ball. 

The Lorrys were an old family in Minneapolis, grown 
a little harassed and poor since the war. Mrs. Lorry, a con- 
temporary of Tom’s, was not surprised that he should 
send mother and daughter orchids and dine them luxuri- 
ously in his apartment on fresh caviar, quail and cham- 
pagne. Annie saw him only dimly — he lacked vividness, 
as the old do for the young, but she perceived his interest 
in her and performed for him the traditional ritual of 
young beauty — smiles, polite, wide-eyed attention, a profile 
held obligingly in this light or in that. At the ball he 
danced with her twice, and, though she was teased about 
it, she was flattered that such a man of the world — he 
had become that instead of a mere old man — had singled 
her out. She accepted his invitation to the symphony the 
following week with the idea that it would be uncouth 
to refuse. 

There were several “nice invitations” like that. Sitting 
beside him, she dozed in the warm shadow of Brahms 
and thought of Randy Cambell and other romantic nebu- 
losities who might appear to-morrow. Feeling casually 
mellow one afternoon she deliberately provoked Tom to 
kiss her on the way home, but she wanted to laugh when 
he took both her hands and told her fervently that he was 
falling in love. 

“But how could you?” she protested. “Really you 
mustn’t say such crazy things. I won’t go out with you 
any more and then you’ll be sorry.” 
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A few days later her mother spoke to her, as Tom 
waited outside in his car. 

“' Who's that, Annie ?" 

“Mr. Squires/' 

“Shut the door a minute. You're seeing him quite a bit." 

“Why not?" 

“Well, dear, he's fifty years old." 

“But, mother, there's hardly anybody else in town." 

“But you mustn't get any silly ideas about him." 

“Don't worry. Actually, he bores me to extinction most 
of the time.” She came to a sudden decision. “I'm not 
going to see him any more. I just couldn't get out of 
going with him this afternoon." 

And that night, as she stood by her door in the circle of 
Randy Cambell's arm, Tom and his single kiss had no 
existence for her. 

“Oh, I do love you so," he whispered, “kiss me once 
more." . ■ 

Their cool cheeks and warm lips met in the crisp dark- 
ness, and, watching the icy moon over his shoulder, Annie 
knew that she was his surely, and pulling his face down, 
kissed him again, trembling with emotion. 

“When’ll you marry me then ?" he whispered. 

“When can you — we — afford it ?" 

“Couldn't you announce our engagement — if you knew 
the misery of having you out with somebody else and then 
making love to you." 

“Oh, Randy — you ask so much." 

“It's so awful to say good night. Can't I come in for a 
minute ?" ./ ■■ 1 - 

; ;; : :Y 

Sitting close together in a trance before the flickering, 
lessening fire, they were oblivious that their common fate 
was being coolly weighed by a man of fifty who lay in a 
hot bath some blocks away. 
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Tom Squires had guessed from Annie’s extremely kind 
and detached manner of the afternoon that he had failed 
to interest her. He had promised himself that in such an 
eventuality he would drop the matter — but now he found 
himself in no such humor. He did not want to marry her 
— he simply wanted to see her and be with her a little, and 
up to the moment of her sweetly casual, half-passionate, 
yet wholly unemotional kiss, giving her up would have 
been easy, for he was past the romantic age; but since 
that kiss the thought of her made his heart move up a 
few inches in his chest and beat there steady and fast. 

“But this is the time to get out,” he said to himself. 
“My age— no possible right to force myself into her life.” 

He rubbed himself dry, brushed his hair before the 
mirror; and, as he laid down the comb, said decisively: 
“ That is that.” 

And after reading for an hour he turned out the lamp 
with a snap, and repeated aloud : " That is that.” 

In other words that was not that at all, and the click 
of material things did not finish off Annie Lorry as a busi- 
ness decision might be settled by the tap of a pencil on 
the table. 

“I’m going to carry this matter a little further,” he said 
to himself about half-past four; on that acknowledgment 
he turned over and found sleep. 

In the morning she had receded somewhat, but by four 
o’clock in the afternoon she was all around him : the phone 
was for calling her, a woman’s footfalls passing his office 
were her footfalls, the snow outside the window was 
blowing perhaps against her rosy face. 

“There is always the little plan I thought of last night,” 
he said to himself. “In ten years I’ll be sixty, and then no 
youth, no beauty for me, ever any more.” 
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In a sort of panic he took a sheet of note paper and 
composed a carefully-phrased letter to Annie’s mother, 
asking permission to, pay court to her daughter. He took 
it himself into the hall, but before the letter-slide he tore 
it up and dropped the pieces in a cuspidor. “I couldn’t do 
such an underhand trick,” he told himself, “ — at my age.” 
But this self-congratulation was premature, for he re-wrote 
the letter and mailed it before he left his office that night. 

Next day the reply he had counted on arrived — he 
could have guessed its very words in advance. It was a 
curt and indignant refusal. 

“I think it best ” it ended, “that you and my daughter 
meet no more . 

“Very Sincerely Yours, 

“Mabel Tollman Lorry 

“And now,” Tom thought coolly, “we’ll see what the 
girl says to that.” 

He wrote a note to Annie. Her mother’s letter had 
surprised him, it said, but perhaps it was best that they 
should meet no more. In view of her mother’s attitude . . . 

By return post came Annie’s defiant answer to her 
mother’s fiat. “This isn’t the dark ages — I’ll see you when- 
ever I like,” She named a rendezvous for the following 
afternoon. Her mother’s short-sightedness brought about 
what he had failed to achieve directly— for where Annie 
had been on the point of dropping him, she was now 
determined to do nothing of the sort. And the secrecy 
engendered by disapproval at home simply contributed the 
missing excitement. As February, hardened into deep, 
solemn, interminable winter, she met him frequently and 
on a new basis. Sometimes they drove over to St. Paul 
to see a picture or to have dinner, sometimes, .they parked 
far out on a boulevard in his coupe, while the bitter sleet 
glazed the windshield to opaquity and furred his lamps 
with ermine. Often he brought along something special to 
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drink, enough to make her gay, but, carefully, never more, 
for mingled with his other emotions about her was some- 
thing paternally concerned. Laying his cards on the table 
he told her that it was her mother who had unwittingly 
pushed her towards him, but Annie only laughed at his 
duplicity. She was having a better time with him than with 
any one she had ever known. In place of the selfish 
exigency of a younger man, he showed her a never-failing 
consideration. What if his eyes were tired, his cheeks a 
little leathery and veined if his will was masculine and 
strong. Moreover his experience was a window looking 
out upon a wider, richer world — and with Randy Cambell 
next day she would feel less taken care of, less valued, 
less rare. 

It was Tom now who was vaguely discontent. He had 
what he wanted — her youth at his side — and he felt that 
anything further would be a mistake. His liberty was 
precious to him and he could offer her only a dozen years 
before he would be old, but she had become something 
precious to him and he perceived that drifting wasn’t fair. 
Then one day late in February the matter was decided out 
of hand. 

They had ridden home from St. Paul and dropped into 
the College Club for tea, breaking together through the 
drifts that masked the walk and rimmed the door. It was 
a revolving door; a young man came around in it, and 
stepping into his space, they smelt onions and whisky. 
The door revolved again after them, and he was back 
within facing them. It was Randy Cambell ; his face was 
flushed, his eyes dull and hard. 

“Hello, Beautiful,” he said, approaching Annie. 

“Don’t come so close,” she protested lightly. “You smell 
of onions.” 

“You’re particular, all of a sudden.” 

“Always. I’m always particular.” Annie made a slight 
movement back towards Tom. 
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“Not always/' said Randy, unpleasantly. Then with in- 
creased emphasis and a fractional glance at Tom. “Not 
always.” 

With his remark he seemed to join the hostile world 
outside. 

“And I’ll just give you a tip,” he continued. “Your 
mother’s inside.” 

The jealous ill-temper of another generation reached 
Tom only faintly, like the protest of a child, but at this 
impertinent warning he bristled with annoyance. 

“Come on, Annie,” he said brusquely, “We’ll go in.” 

With her glance uneasily averted from Randy, Annie 
followed Tom into the big room. It was sparsely populated ; 
three middle-aged women sat near the fire. Momentarily 
Annie drew back, then she walked towards them. 

“Hello, mother . . . Mrs. Trumble . . . Aunt Caro- 
line.” 

The two latter responded ; Mrs. Trumble even nodded 
faintly at Tom. But Annie’s mother got to her feet without 
a word, her eyes frozen, her mouth drawn. For a moment 
she stood staring at her daughter — then she turned abruptly 
and left the room. 

Tom and Annie found a table across the room. 

“Wasn’t she terrible?” said Annie breathing aloud. 

He didn’t answer. 

“For three days she hasn’t spoken to me.” Suddenly 
she broke out : “Oh, people can be so small ! I was going 
to sing the leading part in the Junior League show, and 
yesterday Cousin Mary Betts, the president, came to me 
and said I couldn’t.” 

“Why not?” 

“Because a representative Junior League girl mustn’t 
defy her mother. As if I were a naughty child !” 

Tom stared on at a row of cups on the mantelpiece' — 
two or three of them bore his name. 
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“Perhaps she was right,” he said suddenly. “When I. 
begin to do harm to you, it’s time to stop.” 

“What do you mean ?” 

At her shocked voice his heart poured a warm liquid 
forth into his body, but he answered quietly : “You re- 
member I told you I was going South? Well, I’m going 
to-morrow.” 

There was an argument but he had made up his mind. 
At the station next evening she wept and clung to him. 

“Thank you for the happiest month I’ve had in years,” 
he said. 

“But you’ll come back, Tom.” 

“I’ll be two months in Mexico— then I’m going East 
for a few weeks.” ° c 

He tried to sound fortunate but the frozen city he was 
leaving seemed to be in blossom. Her frozen breath was 
a flower on the air and his heart sank as he realized that 
some young man was waiting outside to take her home — 
in a car hung with blooms. 

“Good-by, Annie. Good-by, sweet!” 

Two days later he spent the morning in Houston with 
Hal Meigs, a classmate at Yale. 

“You’re in luck for such an old fella,” said Meigs at 
lunch, “because I’m going to introduce you to the cutest 
little traveling companion you ever saw, who’s going all 
the way to Mexico City. She’s half American and just 
enough Latin — and constitutionally fancy-free, old boy, 
constitutionally fancy-free. You can discuss silver mines.” 

The lady in question was frankly pleased to learn at the 
station that she was not returning alone. She and Tom 
dined together on the train and later played rummy for an 
hour over scotch and soda, but when at ten o’clock, stand- 
ing in the door of the stateroom, she turned back to him 
suddenly with a certain look, frank and unmistakable, and 
stood there holding that look for a long moment, Tom 
Squires was suddenly in the grip of an emotion that was 
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not the one in question. He wanted desperately to see 
Annie — call her for a second on the phone, and then fall 
asleep, knowing she was young and pure as a star and 
safe in bed. 

“Good night,” he said, trying to keep any repulsion out 
.of his voice. 

“Oh. Good night.” 

Arriving in El Paso next day he drove over the 
border to Juarez. It was bright and hot and after leaving 
his bags at the station, he went into a bar for an iced 
drink ; as he sipped it a girl's voice addressed him thickly 
from the table behind. 

“You n’ American?” 

He had noticed her slumped forward on her elbows as 
he came in ; now, turning, he faced a young girl of about 
seventeen, obviously drunk, yet with gentility in her un- 
steady, sprawling voice. The American bartender leaned 
confidentially forward. 

“I don’t know what to do about her,” he said, “she 
come in about three o’clock with two young fellows, one of 
them her sweetie. They had a fight and the men went off, 
and this one’s been here ever since.” 

A spasm of distaste passed over Tom — the rules of his 
generation were outraged and defied. That an American 
girl should be drunk and deserted in a tough, foreign 
town — that such things happened, might happen to Annie. 
He looked at his watch, hesitated. 

“Has she got a bill ?” he asked. 

“She owes for five gins. But suppose her boy friends 
come back ?” 

“Tell them she’s at the Roosevelt Hotel in El Paso.” 

Approaching, he put his hand on her shoulder. She 
looked up. 

“You look like Santa Claus,” she said vaguely, “You 
couldn’t possibly be Santa Claus, could you?” 

“I’m going to take you to El Paso.” .* 
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“Well — ” She considered, “You look perf’ly safe to me.” 

She was so young, a drenched little rose. He could have 
wept for her wretched unconsciousness of the old facts, 
the old penalties of life. Jousting at nothing in an empty 
tilt-yard with a shaking spear. The taxi moved too slowly 
through the suddenly poisonous night. 

Having explained things to a reluctant night clerk he 
went out and found a telegraph office. 

“Have given up Mexican trip,” he wired. “Leaving 
here to-night. Please try and meet train in the St. Paul 
station at three o’clock and ride with me to Minneapolis 
as I can’t spare you for another minute. All my love.” 

He could at least keep an eye on her — advise her — see 
what she did with her life. That silly mother of hers. . . . 

On the train, as the baked tropical lands and green 
fields fell away and the North swept near again with 
patches of snow, then fields of it, fierce winds in the 
vestibule and bleak hibernating farms, he paced the corri- 
dors with intolerable restlessness. When they drew into the 
St. Paul station he swung himself off like a young man 
and searched the platform eagerly, but his eyes failed to 
find her. He had counted on those few minutes between 
the cities; they had become a symbol of her fidelity to 
their friendship, and as the train started again he searched 
it desperately from smoker to observation car. But he 
could not find her, and now he knew that he was mad for 
her ; at the thought that she had taken his advice and 
plunged into affairs with other men he grew weak with 
fear. 

Drawing into Minneapolis his hands fumbled so that 
he must call the porter to fasten his baggage. Then there 
was an interminable wait in the corridor while the bag- 
gage was taken off and he was pressed up against a girl 
in a squirrel-trimmed coat. 

“Tom!” 

“Well, I’ll be—” 
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Her arms went up around his neck. “But, Tom,” she 
cried, “I’ve been right here in this car since St. Paul!” 

Hi’s cane fell in the corridor, he drew .her very tenderly 
close and their lips met like starved hearts. 



The new intimacy of their definite engagement brought 
Tom a feeling of young happiness. He awoke on winter 
mornings with the sense of undeserved joy hovering in 
the room ; meeting young men, he found himself matching 
the vigor of his mind and body against theirs. Suddenly 
his life had a purpose and a background — he felt rounded 
and complete. On gray March afternoons when she wan- 
dered familiarly in his apartment the warm sureties of 
his youth flooded back — ecstasy and poignancy, the mortal 
and the eternal posed in their immemorially tragic juxta- 
position, and a little astounded he found himself relishing 
the very terminology of young romance. But he was more 
thoughtful than a younger lover; and to Annie he seemed 
to “know everything,” to stand holding open the gates for 
her passage into the truly golden world. 

“We’ll go to Europe first,” he said. 

“Oh, we’ll go there a lot, won’t we? Let’s spend our 
winters in Italy and the spring in Paris.” 

“But, little Annie, there’s business.” 

“Well, we’ll stay away as much as we can anyhow. I 
hate Minneapolis.” 

“Oh, no.” He was a little shocked. “Minneapolis is all 
right.” 

“When you’re here it’s all right.” 

Mrs. Lorry yielded at length to the inevitable. With 
ill grace she acknowledged the engagement, asking only 
that the marriage should not take place until fall. 

“Such a long time,’’ Annie sighed. 

“After all, I’m your mother — it’s so little to ask.” 
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It was a long winter, even in a land of long winters. 
March was full of billowy drifts, and when it seemed at 
last as though the cold must be defeated, there were a 
series of blizzards, desperate as last stands. The people 
waited : their first energy to resist was spent, and man, 
like weather, simply hung on. There was less to do now 
and the general restlessness was expressed by surliness in 
daily contacts. Then, early in April, with a long sigh, the 
ice cracked, the snow ran into the ground, and the green 
eager spring broke up through. 

One day riding along a slushy road in a fresh, damp 
breeze with a little starved, smothered grass in it, Annie 
began to cry. Sometimes she cried for nothing, but this 
time Tom suddenly stopped the car and put his arm 
round her. 

‘‘Why do you cry like that? Are you unhappy?” 

“Oh, no, no !” she protested. 

“But you cried yesterday the same way. And you 
wouldn’t tell me why. You must always tell me.” 

“Nothing— except the spring. It smells so good, and it 
always has so many sad thoughts and memories in it.” 

“It’s pur spring, my sweetheart,” he said, “Annie, don’t 
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“On Chambers Street, wasn't it? Annie’ll be home in a 
few minutes. She went riding with some young people 
after dinner." 

“Yes, on Chambers Street. You lived on Congress, 
didn't you?" 

“Yes. It's a private hospital now." 

He looked at his watch presently, hoping Annie would 
come while it was still light enough to see. Quarter of 
nine. He frowned with the inside of his forehead. She 
had kept him waiting the night before, kept him waiting 
an hour yesterday afternoon. “If I was twenty-one," he 
said to himself, “I'd make scenes, and we'd both dc 
miserable." 

He and Mrs. Lorry talked — the warmth of the night 
precipitated the vague evening lassitude of the fifties and 
softened them both, and for the first time since his atten- 
tions to Annie began there was no unfriendliness between 
them. By and by long silences fell, broken only by the 
scratch of a match or the creak of her swinging settee. 
When Mr. Lorry came home Tom threw away his second 
cigar in surprise and looked at his watch — it was aften ten. 

“Annie's late," Mrs. Lorry said. 

“I hope there's nothing wrong," said Tom anxiously. 
“Who is she with?" 

“There were four when they started out. Randy Cam- 
bell and another couple — I didn't notice who. 'They were 
only going for a soda." 

“I hope there hasn't been any trouble. Perhaps— do you 
think I ought to go and see ?" 

“Ten isn't late — nowadays. You'll find . . ." Remem- 
bering that Tom Squires was marrying Annie, not adopt- 
ing her, she kept herself from adding: “ — you’ll get 
used to it." 

Her husband excused himself and went up to bed and 
the conversation became more forced and desultory. When 
the church clock over the way struck eleven, they both 
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I broke off and listened to the beats. Twenty minutes later, 
just as Tom impatiently crushed out his last cigar, an 
automobile drifted down the street and came to rest in 
front of the door. 

? For a minute no one moved on the porch or in the 

auto. Then Annie, with a hat in her hand, got out and came 
quickly up the walk. Defying the tranquil night the car 
snorted away. 

; . Oh, hello, sue cried, “I’m so sorry . . . what time is 

it ? Am I terribly late ?” 

Tom didn’t answer. The street lamp threw wine color 
upon her face and expressed with a shadow the heightened 
f ber cheek. Her dress was crushed, her hair was in 

| brief > expressive disarray. But it was the strange little 

j break in her voice that made him afraid to speak, made 

1 * him turn his eyes aside. 

What happened?” Mrs. Lorry asked casually. 

“Oh, a blow-out and something wrong with the engine — 
and we lost our way. Is it terribly late?” 

And then, as she stood before them, her hat still in her 
hand, her breast rising and failing a little, her eyes wide 
and bright, Tom realized with a shock that he and her 
mother were people of the same age looking at a person 
of another. Try as he might he could not separate himself 
from Mrs. Lorry. When she excused herself he suppressed 
a frantic tendency to say “But why should you go now? 
After sitting here all evening?” 
b They were alone. Annie came up to him and pressed 

his hand— he had never been so conscious of her beauty 

I her damp hands were touched with dew. 

■ “ You were out with young Cambell,” he said. 

“Yes. Oh, don’t be mad. I feel— I feel so upset to-nig*ht ” 

{ “Upset?” S 

V She sat down, whimpering a little. 

“I couldn’t help it. Please don’t be mad. He wanted so 
for me to take a ride with him and it was such a wonderful 
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night so I went just for an hour. And we began talking 

and I didn’t realize the time. I felt so sorry for him.” 

“How do you think I felt?” He scorned himself, but it 
was said now. 

"Don’t, Tom. I told you I was terribly upset. I want 
to go to bed.” 

“I understand. Good night, Annie,” 

"Oh, please don’t act that way, Tom. Can’t you under- 
stand?” 

But he could and that was just the trouble. With the 
courteous bow of another generation, he walked down the 
steps and off into the obliterating moonlight. In a moment 
he was just a shadow passing the street-lamps and then a 
faint footfall up the street. 

IV 

All through that summer he often walked abroad in the 
evenings. He liked to stand for a minute in front of the 
house where he was born, and then in front of another 
house where he had been a little boy. On his customary 
routes there were other sharp landmarks of the nineties, 
converted habitats of gayeties that no longer existed — the 
shell of Jansen’s Livery Stables and the old Nushka Rink, 
where every winter his father had "curled” on the well- 
kept ice. 

"And it’s a darn pity,” he would mutter. "A darn pity.” 

He had a tendency too to walk past the lights of a 
certain drug store, because it seemed to him that it had 
contained the seed of another and nearer branch of the 
past. Once he went in, and inquiring casually about the 
blond clerk, found that she had married and departed 
several months before. He obtained her name and on an 
impulse sent her a wedding present "from a dumb ad- 
mirer,” for he felt he owed something to her for his hap- 
piness and pain. He had lost the battle against youth 
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and spring and with his grief paid the penalty for age’s 
unforgivable sin, refusing to die. But he could not have 
walked down wasted into the darkness without being used 
up a little . . . what he had wanted, after all, was only to 
break his strong old heart. Conflict itself has a value 
beyond victory and defeat, and those three months — he 
had them forever. 
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The bell rang furiously and, when Miss Parker went 
to the tube, a furious voice called out in a piercing North 
of Ireland accent: 

“Send Farrington here!” 

Miss Parker returned to her machine, saying to a man 
who was writing at a desk : 

“Mr. Alleyne wants you upstairs.” 

The man muttered “Blast him !” under his breath and 
pushed back his chair to stand up. When he stood up he 
was tall and of great bulk. He had a hanging face, dark 
wine-colored, with fair eyebrows and mustache : his eyes 
bulged forward slightly and the whites of them were 
dirty. He lifted up the counter and, passing by the clients, 
went out of the office with a heavy step. 

He went heavily upstairs until he came to the second 
landing, where a door bore a brass plate with the in- 
scription Mr. Alleyne. Here he halted, puffing with labor 
and vexation, and knocked. The shrill voice cried : 

“Come in !” 

The man entered Mr. Alleyne’s room. Simultaneously 
Air. Alleyne, a little man wearing gold-rimmed glasses on a 
clean-shaven face, shot his head up over a pile of docu- 
ments. The head itself was so pink and hairless it seemed 
like a large egg reposing on the papers. Mr. Alleyne did 
not lose a moment : 

“Farrington? What is the meaning of this? Why have 
I always to complain of you? May I ask you why you 
haven’t made a copy of that contract between Bodley and 
Kirwan ? I told you it must be ready by four o’clo ck ” 
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“But Mr. Shelley said, sir — ” 

"Mr. Shelley said, sir. . . . Kindly attend to what 1 
say and not to what Mr. Shelley says, sir~ You have always 
some excuse or another for shirking work. Let me tell 
you that if the contract is not copied before this evening 
I’ll lay the matter before Mr. Crosbie. ... Do you hear 
me now?” 

“Yes, sir*” : ; - / v'.. ; 

“Do you hear me now? . . . Ay, and another little 
matter ! I might as well be talking to the wall as talking to 
you. Understand once for all that you get a half an hour 
for your lunch and not an hour and a half. How many 
courses do you want, I’d like to know. . . . Do you mind 
me now?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

Mr. Alleyne bent his head again upon his pile of papers. 
The man stared fixedly at the polished skull which directed 
the affairs of Crosbie & Alleyne, gauging its fragility. A 
spasm of rage gripped his throat for a few moments and 
then passed, leaving after it a sharp sensation of thirst. 
The man recognized the sensation and felt that he must 
have a good night's drinking. The middle of the month 
was passed and, if he could get the copy done in time, 
Mr. Alleyne might give him an order on the cashier. He 
stood still, gazing fixedly at the head upon the pile of 
papers. Suddenly Mr. Alleyne began to upset all the. 
papers, searching for something. Then, as if he had been 
unaware of the man's presence till that moment, he shot 
up his head again, saying : 

“Eh? Are you going to stand there all day? Upon my 
word, Farrington, you take things easy !” 

“I was waiting to see ...” 

“Very good, you needn't wait to see. Go downstairs 
and do your work.” 

The man walked heavily towards the door and, as he 
went out of the room, he heard Mr. Alleyne cry after 
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cour had come while he was out in O 5 Neill’s. He crammed 
his cap back again into his pocket and reentered the office, 
assuming an air of absent-mindedness. r 

“Mr. Alleyne has been calling for you / 5 said the chief 
clerk severely. “Where were you?” 

The man glanced at the two clients who were standing 
at the counter as if to intimate that their presence pre- 
vented him from ‘answering. As the clients were both 
male the chief clerk allowed himself a laugh. 

“I know that game / 5 he said. “Five times in one day 
is a little bit. . . . Well, you better look sharp and get 
a copy of our correspondence in the Delacour case for 
Mr. Alleyne . 55 

This address in the presence of the public, his run 
upstairs and the porter he had gulped down so hastily 
confused the man and, as he sat down at his desk to get 
what was required, he realized how hopeless was the task 
of finishing his copy of the contract before half-past five. 
The dark damp night was coming and he longed to spend 
it in the bars, drinking with his friends amid the glare of 
gas and the clatter of glasses. He got out the Delacour 
I correspondence and passed out of the office. He hoped 
Mr. Alleyne would not discover that the last two letters 
f were missing. 

I ■ . The moist pungent perfume lay all the way up to 

I Mr. Alleyne’s room. Miss Delacour was a middle-aged 
!. woman of Jewish appearance. Mr. Alleyne was said to 

be sweet on her or on her money. She came to the office 
often and stayed a long time when she came. She was 
I sitting beside his desk now in an aroma of perfumes, 

smoothing the handle of her umbrella and nodding the 
great black feather in her hat. Mr. Alleyne had swiveled 
his chair round to face her and thrown his right foot 
| v, jauntily upon his left knee. The man put the corre- 
pondence on the desk and bowed respectfully but neither 
j Mr. Alleyne nor Miss Delacour took any notice of his 
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bow. Mr. Alleyne tapped a finger on the correspondence 
and then flicked it towards him as if to say: “That’s all 
right: you can go.” 

The man returned to the lower office and sat down 
again at his desk. He stared intently at the incomplete 
phrase : In no case shall the said Bernard Bodley be .. . 
and thought how strange it was that the last three words 
began with the same letter. The chief clerk began to hurry 
Miss Parker, saying she would never have the letters 
typed in time for post. The man listened to the clicking 
of the machine for a few minutes and then set to work 
to finish his copy. But his head was not clear and his 
mind wandered away to the glare and rattle of the public- 
house. It was a night for hot punches. He struggled on 
with his copy, but when the clock struck five he had still 
fourteen pages to write. Blast it ! He couldn’t finish it in 
time. He longed to execrate aloud, to bring his fist down 
on something violently. He was so enraged that he wrote 
Bernard Bernard instead of Bernard Bodley and had to 
begin again on a clean sheet. 

He felt strong enough to clear out the whole office 
single-handed. His body ached to do something, to rush 
out and revel in violence. All the indignities of his life 
enraged him. . . . Could he ask the cashier privately for 
an advance? No, the cashier was no good, no damn good: 
he wouldn’t give an advance. ... He knew where he 
would meet the boys: Leonard and O’Halloran and Nosey 
Flynn. The barometer of his emotional nature was set for 
a spell of riot. 

His imagination had so abstracted him that his name 
was called twice before he answered. Mr. Alleyne and 
Miss Delacour were standing outside the counter and all 
the clerks had turned round in anticipation of something. 
The man got up from his desk. Mr. Alleyne began a 
tirade of abuse, saying that two letters were missing. The 
man answered that he knew nothing about them, that he 
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had made a faithful copy. The tirade continued : it was so 

bitter and violent that the man could hardly restrain his 

fist from descending upon the head of the manikin before 

him: 

“I know nothing about any other two letters,” he said 
stupidly. 

“You — know — nothing . Of course you know nothing,” 
said Mr. Alleyne. “Tell me,” he added, glancing first for 
approval to the lady beside him, “do you take me for a 
fool ? Do you think me an utter fool ?” 

The man glanced from the lady's face to the little egg- 
shaped head and back again; and, almost before he was 
aware of it, his tongue had found a felicitous moment : 

“I don’t think, sir,” he said, “that that’s a fair question 
to put to me.” 

There was a pause in the very breathing of the clerks. 
Every one was astounded (the author of the witticism no 
less than his neighbors) and Miss Delacour, who was a 
stout amiable person, began to smile broadly. Mr. Alleyne 
flushed to the hue of a wild rose and his mouth twitched 
with a dwarf’s passion. He shook his fist in the man’s 
face till it seemed to vibrate like the knob of some electric 
machine : 

“You impertinent ruffian! You impertinent ruffian! I’ll 
make short work of you! Wait till you see! You’ll apolo- 
gize to me for your impertinence or you’ll quit the office 
instanter! You’ll quit this, I’m telling you, or you’ll 
apologize to me !” 



He stood in a doorway opposite the office watching 
to see if the cashier would come out alone. All the clerks 
passed out and finally the cashier came out with the chief 
clerk. It was no use trying to say a word to him when 
he was with the chief clerk. The man felt that his position 
was bad enough. He had been obliged to offer an abject 
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apology to Mr. Alleyne for his impertinence but he knew 
what a hornet’s nest the office would be for him. He 
could remember ^ the way in which Mr. Alleyne had 
hounded little Peake out of the office in order to make 
room for his own nephew. He felt savage and thirsty 
and revengeful, annoyed with himself and. with every one 
else. Mr. Alleyne would never give him an hour’s rest; 
his life would be a hell to him. He had made a proper 
fool of himself this time. Could he not keep his tongue 
in his cheek? But they had never pulled together from 
the first, he and Mr. Alleyne, ever since the day Mr. 
Alleyne had overheard him mimicking his North of Ire- 
land accent to amuse Higgins and Miss Parker: that had 
been the beginning of it. He might have tried Higgins for 
the money, but sure Higgins never had anything for him- 
self. A man with two establishments to keep up, of course 
he couldn’t . 

He felt his great body again aching for the comfort 
of the public-house. The fog had begun to chill him and 
he wondered could he touch Pat in O’Neill’s. He could 
not touch him for more than a bob— and a bob was no 
use. Yet he must get money somewhere or other: he had 
spent his last penny for the g.p. and soon it would be too 
late for getting money anywhere. Suddenly, as he was 
fingering his watch-chain, he thought of Terry Kelly’s 
pawn-office in Fleet Street. That was the dart ! Why didn’t 
he think of it sooner ? 

He went through the narrow alley of Temple Bar 
quickly, muttering to himself that they could all go to 
hell because he was going to have a good night of it. The 
clerk in Terry Kelly’s said A crown! but the consignor 
held out for six shillings ; and in the end the six shillings 
was allowed him literally. He came out of the pawn-office 
joyfully, making a little cylinder of the coins between his 
thumb and fingers. In Westmoreland Street the footpaths 
were crowded with young men and women returning from 
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business and ragged urchins ran here and there yelling 
out the names of the evening editions. The man passed 
through the crowd, looking on the spectacle generally with 
proud satisfaction and staring masterfully at the office- 
girls. His head was full of the noises of tram-gongs and 
swishing trolleys and his nose already sniffed the curling 
fumes of punch. As he walked on he preconsidered the 
terms in which he would narrate the incident to the boys: 

“So, I just looked at him — coolly, you know, and looked 
at her. Then I looked back at him again — taking my time, 
you know. T don’t think that that’s a fair question to put 
to me/ says I/’ 

Nosey Flynn was sitting up in his usual corner of 
Davy Byrne’s and, when he heard the story, he stood Far- 
rington a half-one, saying it was as smart a thing as ever 
he heard. Farrington stood a drink in his turn. xAfter a 
while O’Halloran and Paddy Leonard came in and the 
story was repeated to them. O’Halloran stood tailors of 
malt, hot, all round and told the story of the retort he 
had made to the chief clerk when he was in Callan’s of 
Fownes’s Street; but, as the retort was after the manner 
of the liberal shepherds in the eclogues, he had to admit 
that it was not as clever as Farrington’s retort. At this 
Farrington told the boys to polish off that and have 
another. 

Just as they were naming their poisons who should 
come in but Higgins! Of course he had to join in with 
the others. The men asked him to give his version of it, 
and he did so with great vivacity for the sight of five 
small hot whiskies was very exhilarating. Every one roared 
laughing when he showed the way in which Mr. Alleyne 
shook his fist in Farrington’s face. Then he imitated Far- 
rington, saying, “And here was my nabs , as cool as you 
please ” while Farrington looked at the company out of 
his heavy dirty eyes, smiling and at times drawing forth 
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stray drops of liquor from his mustache with the aid of 
his lower lip. 

When that round was over there was a pause. O’Hal- 
loran had money but neither of the other two seemed to 
have any ; so the whole party left the shop somewhat re- 
gretfully. At the corner of Duke Street Higgins and Nosey 
Flynn beveled off to the left while the other three turned 
back towards the city. Rain was drizzling down on the 
cold streets and, when they reached the Ballast Office, 
Farrington suggested the Scotch House. The bar was full 
of men and loud with the noise of tongues and glasses. 
The three men pushed past the whining match-sellers at 
the door and formed a little party at the corner of the 
counter. They began to exchange stories. Leonard intro- 
duced them to a young fellow named Weathers who was 
performing at the Tivoli as an acrobat and knockabout 
artiste. Farrington stood a drink all around. Weathers said 
he would take a small Irish and Apollinaris. Farrington, 
who had definite notions of what was what, asked the 
boys would they have an Apollinaris too; but the boys 
to jd Tim to make theirs hot. The talk became theatrical. 
O Plalloran stood a round and then Farrington stood an- 
other round, Weathers protesting that the hospitality was 
too Irish. He promised to get them in behind the scenes 
and introduce them to some nice girls. O’Halloran said that 
he and Leonard would go, but that Farrington wouldn’t 
go because he was a married man ; and Farrington’s heavy 
dirty eyes leered at the company in token that he under- 
stood he was being chaffed. Weathers made them all have 
just one little tincture at his expense and promised to 
meet them later on at Mulligan’s in Poolbeg Street. 

When the Scotch House closed they went round to 
Mulligan’s. They went into the parlor at the back and 
O’Halloran ordered small hot specials all round. They 
were all beginning to feel mellow. Farrington was just 
standing another round when Weathers came back. Much 
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to Farrington’s relief he drank a glass of bitter this time. 
Funds were getting low but they had enough to keep 
them going. Presently two young wom^i with big hats 
and a young man in a check suit came in and sat at a table 
close by. Weathers saluted them and told the company 
that they were out of the Tivoli. Farrington’s eyes wan- 
dered at every moment in the direction of one of the young 
women. There was something striking in her appearance. 
An immense scarf of peacock-blue muslin was wound 
j round her hat and knotted in a great bow under her 
; 1 chin; and she wore bright yellow gloves, reaching to the 

elbow. Farrington gazed admiringly at the plump arm 
which she moved very often and with much grace ; and 
when, after a little time, she answered his gaze he ad- 
mired still more her large dark brown eyes. The oblique 
staring expression in them fascinated him. She glanced 
at him once or twice and, when the party was leaving the 
room, she brushed against his chair and said “0 } pardon !” 
in a London accent. He watched her leave the room in 
the hope that she would look back at him, but he was 
disappointed. He cursed his want of money and cursed 
all the rounds he had stood, particularly all the whiskies 
; and Apollinaris which he had stood to Weathers. If there 
was one thing that he hated it was a sponge. He was so 
angry that he lost count of the conversation of his friends. 

When Paddy Leonard called him he found that they 
1 were talking about feats of strength. Weathers was show- 
ing his biceps muscle to the company and boasting so much 
that the other two had called on Farrington to uphold the 
national honor. Farrington pulled up his sleeve accord- 
S ingly and showed his biceps muscle to the company. The 
; two arms were examined and compared and finally it was 

; agreed to have a trial of strength. The table was cleared 

! and the two men rested their elbows on it, clasping hands. 
When Paddy Leonard said “Go!” each was to try to bring 
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down the other's hand on to the table. Farrington looked 
very serious and determined. 

The trial began. After about thirty seconds Weathers 
brought his opponent's hand slowly down on to the table. 
Farrington's dark wine-colored face flushed darker still 
with anger and humiliation at having been defeated by 
such a stripling. 

“You're not to put the weight of your body behind it. 
Play fair," he said. 

“Who's not playing fair ?" said the other. 

“Come on again. The two best out of three." 

The trial began again. The veins stood out on Far- 
rington's forehead, and the pallor of Weathers' com- 
plexion changed to peony. Their hands and arms trembled 
under the stress. After a long struggle Weathers again 
brought his opponent's hand slowly on to the table. There 
was a murmur of applause from the spectators. The curate, 
who was standing beside the table, nodded his red head 
towards the victor and said with stupid familiarity : 

“Ah! that's the knack!" 

“What the hell do you know about it ?” said Farrington 
fiercely, turning on the man. “What do you put in your 
gab for?" 

“Sh, sh!" said O'Halloran, observing the violent ex- 
pression of Farrington's face. “Pony up, boys. We'll have 
just one little smahan more and then we'll be off." 

A very sullen-faced man stood at the corner of O'Con- 
nell Bridge waiting for the little Sandymount tram to 
take him home. He was full of smoldering anger and 
revengefulness. He felt humiliated and discontented; he 
did not even feel drunk ; and he had only twopence in his 
pocket. He cursed everything. He had done for himself 
in the office, pawned his watch, spent all his money; and 
he had not even got drunk. He began to feel thirsty again 
and he longed to be back again in the hot reeking public- 
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house. He had lost his reputation as a strong man, having 
been defeated twice by a mere boy. His heart swelled with 
fury and, when he thought of the woman in the big hat 
who had brushed against him and said Pardon! his fury 
nearly choked him. 

His tram let him down at Shelbourne Road and he 
steered his great body along in the shadow of the wall of 
the barracks. He loathed returning to his home. When 
he went in by the side-door he found the kitchen empty 
and the kitchen fire nearly out. He bawled upstairs : 

“Ada! Ada!” 

His wife was a little sharp-faced woman who bullied her 
husband when he was sober and was bullied by him when 
he was drunk. They had five children. A little boy came 
running down the stairs. 

“Who is that?” said the man, peering through the 
darkness. 

“Me, pa.” 

“Who are you? Charlie?” 

“No, pa. Tom.” 

“Where’s your mother ?” 

“She’s out at the chapel.” 

“That’s right. . . . Did she think of leaving any dinner 
for me ?” 

“Yes, pa. I—” 

“Light the lamp. What do you mean by having the 
place in darkness ? Are the other children in bed ?” 

The man sat down heavily on one of the chairs while 
the little boy lit the lamp. He began to mimic his son’s fiat 
accent, saying half to himself : At the chapel . At the 
chapel , if you please!" When the lamp was lit he banged 
his fist on the table and shouted : 

“What’s for my dinner?” 

“I’m going ... to cook it, pa,” said the little boy. 

The man jumped up furiously and pointed to the fire. 
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“On that fire! You let the fire out! By God, I’ll teach 
j you to do that again !” 

i He took a step^to the door and seized the walking-stick 
which was standing behind it. 

“I’ll teach you to let the fire out !” he said, rolling up 
his sleeve in order to give his arm free play, 
j The little boy cried “O, pa!” and ran whimpering round 

j the table, but the man followed him and caught him by the 
coat. The little boy looked about him wildly but, seeing 
no way of escape, fell upon his knees. 

“Now, you’ll let the fire out the next time!” said the 
man, striking at him vigorously with the stick. “Take that, 
you little whelp !” 

The boy uttered a squeal of pain as the stick cut his 
thigh. He clasped his hands together in the air and his 
voice shook with fright. 

“O, pa,” he cried. “Don’t beat me, pa ! And I’ll . . . 
I’ll say a Hail Mary for you. . . . I’ll say a Hail Mary 
for you, pa, if you don’t beat me. . . . I’ll say a Hail 
Mary. ...” 
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THE LETTER 


Outside on the quay the sun beat fiercely. A stream of 
motors, lorries and busses, private cars and hirelings, sped 
up and down the crowded thoroughfare, and every chauf- 
feur blew his horn; rickshaws threaded their nimble path 
amid the throng, and the panting coolies found breath to 
yell at one another; coolies, carrying heavy bales, sidled 
along with their quick jog-trot and shouted to the 
passer-by to make way ; itinerant vendors proclaimed their 
wares. Singapore is the meeting-place of a hundred peo- 
ples ; and men of all colors, black Tamils, yellow Chinks, 
brown Malays, Armenians, Jews and Bengalis, called to 
one another in raucous tones. But inside the office of 
Messrs. Ripley, Joyce and Naylor it was pleasantly cool ; 
it was dark after the dusty glitter of the street and agree- 
ably quiet after its unceasing din. Mr. Joyce sat in his 
private room, at the table, with an electric fan turned full 
on him. He was leaning back, his elbows on the arms of 
the chair, with the tips of the outstretched fingers of one 
hand resting neatly against the tips of the outstretched 
fingers of the other. His gaze rested on the battered 
volumes of the Law Reports which stood on a long shelf 
in front of him. On the top of a cupboard were square 
boxes of japanned tin, on which were painted the names 
of various clients. 

There was a knock at the door. 

“Come in.” 

A Chinese clerk, very neat in his white ducks, opened it. 

“Mr. Crosbie is here, sir.” 

He spoke beautiful English, accenting each word with 
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precision, and Mr. Joyce had often wondered at the extent 
of his vocabulary. Ong Chi Seng was a Cantonese, and he 
had studied law at Gray's Inn. He was spending a year 
or two with Messrs. Ripley, Joyce and Naylor in order 
to prepare himself for practice on his own account. He 
was industrious, obliging, and of exemplary character. 

“Show him in,” said Mr. Joyce. 

He rose to shake hands with his visitor and asked him 
to sit down. The light fell on him as he did so. The face 
of Mr. Joyce remained in shadow. He was by nature a 
silent man, and now he looked at Robert Crosbie for quite 
a minute without speaking. Crosbie was a big fellow, well 
over six feet high, with broad shoulders, and muscular. 
He was a rubber-planter, hard with the constant exercise 
of walking over the estate, and with the tennis which was 
his relaxation when the day's work was over. He was 
deeply sunburned. His hairy hands, his feet in clumsy 
boots, were enormous, and Mr. Joyce found himself think- 
ing that a blow of that great fist would easily kill the 
fragile Tamil. Rut there was no fierceness in his blue 
eyes; they were confiding and gentle; and his face, with 
its big, undistinguished features, was open, frank and 
honest. But at this moment it bore a look of deep dis- 
tress. It was drawn and haggard. 

“You look as though you hadn't had much sleep the 
last night or two,” said Mr. Joyce. 

“I haven't.” 

Mr. Joyce noticed now the old felt hat, with its broad 
double brim, which Crosbie had placed on the table; and 
then his eyes traveled to the khaki shorts he wore, show- 
ing his red hairy thighs, the tennis shirt open at the neck, 
without a tie, and the dirty khaki jacket with the ends of 
the sleeves turned up. He looked as though he had just 
come In from a long tramp among the rubber trees. Mr. 
Joyce gave a slight frown. 
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“You must pull yourself together, you know. You must 
keep your head.” 

“Oh, I’m all right.” 

“Have you seen your wife to-day?” 

“No, Fm to see her this afternoon. You know, it is a 
damned shame that they should have arrested her.” 

“I think they had to do that,” Mr. Joyce answered in 
his level, soft tone. 

“I should have thought they’d have let her out on bail” 

“It’s a very serious charge.” 

“It is damnable. She did what any decent woman would 
do in her place. Only, nine women out of ten wouldn’t 
have the pluck. Leslie’s the best woman in the world. She 
wouldn’t hurt a fly. Why, hang it all, man, I’ve been 
married to her for twelve years, do you think I don’t 
know her? God, if I’d got hold of the man I’d have 
wrung his neck, I’d have killed him without a moment’s 
hesitation. So would you.” 

“My dear fellow, everybody’s on your side. No one has 
a good word to say for Hammond. We’re going to get her 
off. I don’t suppose either the assessors or the judge will 
go into court without having already made up their minds 
to bring in a verdict of not guilty.” 

“The whole thing’s a farce,” said Crosbie violently. 
“She ought never to have been arrested in the first place, 
and then it’s terrible, after all the poor girl’s gone through, 
to subject her to the ordeal of a trial. There’s not a soul 
I’ve met since I’ve been in Singapore, man or woman, who 
hasn’t told me that Leslie was absolutely justified. I think 
it’s awful to keep her in prison all these weeks.” 

“The law is the law. After all, she confesses that she 
killed the man. It is terrible, and I’m dreadfully sorry for 
both you and for her.” 


“I don’t matter a hang,” interrupted Crosbie. 

“But the fact remains that murder has been committed, 
and in a civilized community a trial is inevitable.” 
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“Is it murder to exterminate noxious vermin? She shot 
him as she would have shot a mad dog/' 

Mr. Joyce leaned back again in his chair and once more 
placed the tips of his ten fingers together. The little con- 
struction he formed looked like the skeleton of a roof. He 
was silent for a moment. 

“I should be wanting in my duty as your legal adviser/’ 
he said at last, in an even voice, looking at his client with 
His cool, brown eyes, “if I did not tell you that there is 
one point which causes me just a little anxiety. If your 
wife had only shot Hammond once, the whole thing would 
be absolutely plain sailing. Unfortunately she fired six 
times.” 

“Her explanation is perfectly simple. In the circum- 
stances any one would have done the same.” 

“I daresay,” said Mr. Joyce, “and of course I think the 
explanation is very reasonable. But it’s no good closing 
our eyes to the facts. It’s always a good plan to put your- 
self in another man’s place, and I can’t deny that, if I were 
prosecuting for the Crown that is the point on which I 
should center my inquiry.” 

“My dear fellow, that’s perfectly idiotic.” 

Mr. Joyce shot a sharp glance at Robert Crosbie. The 
shadow of a smile hovered over his shapely lips. Crosbie 
was a good fellow, but he could hardly be described as 
intelligent. 

“I daresay it’s of no importance,” answered the lawyer, 
“I just thought it was a point worth mentioning. You 
haven’t got very long to wait now, and when it’s all over 
I recommend you to go off somewhere with your wife on 
a trip, and forget all about it. Even though we are almost 
dead certain to get an acquittal, a trial of that sort is 
anxious work, and you’ll both want a rest.” 

For the first time Crosbie smiled, and his smile strangely 
changed his face. You forgot the uncouthness and saw 
only the goodness of his soul. 
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“I think I shall want it more than Leslie. She's borne 
up wonderfully. By God., there’s a plucky little woman 
for you.” 

“Yes, I’ve been very much struck by her self-control,” 
said the lawyer. “I should never have guessed that she 
was capable of such determination.” 

His duties as her counsel had made it necessary for him 
to have a good many interviews with Mrs. Crosbie since 
her arrest. Though things had been made as easy as could 
be for her, the fact remained that she was in jail, awaiting 
her trial for murder, and it would not have been surprising 
if her nerves had failed her. She appeared to bear her 
ordeal with composure. She read a great deal, took such 
j exercise as was possible, and by favor of the authorities 
worked at the pillow lace which had always formed the 
entertainment of her long hours of leisure. When Mr. 
Joyce saw her, she was neatly dressed in cool, fresh, simple 
frocks, her hair was carefully arranged, and her nails were 
manicured. Her manner was collected. She was able even to 
jest upon the little inconveniences of her position. There 
! was something casual about the way in which she spoke 

j of the tragedy, which suggested to Mr. Joyce that only 

her good breeding prevented her from finding something 
a trifle ludicrous in a situation which was eminently 
j serious. It surprised him, for he had never thought that 
she had a sense of humor. 

; He had known her off and on for a good many years. 

When she paid visits to Singapore she generally came to 
dine with his wife and himself, and once or twice she had 
! passed a week-end with them at their bungalow by the 

i sea. His wife had spent a fortnight with her on the estate, 

and had met Geoffrey Hammond several times. The two 
1 couples had been on friendly, if not on intimate, terms, and 

i it was on this account that Robert Crosbie had rushed 

over to Singapore immediately after the catastrophe and 
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begged Mr. Joyce to take charge personally of his unhappy 
wife's defense. 

The story she told him the first time he saw her, she 
had never varied in the smallest detail. She told it as 
coolly then, a few hours after the tragedy, as she told it 
now. She told it connectedly, in a level, even voice, and her 
only sign of confusion was when a slight color came into 
her cheeks as she described one or two of its incidents. 
She was the last woman to whom one would have ex- 
pected such a thing to happen. She was in the early 
thirties, a fragile creature, neither short nor tall, and 
graceful rather than pretty. Her wrists and ankles were 
very delicate, but she was extremely thin, and you could 
see the bones of her hands through the white skin, and 
the veins were large and blue. Her face was colorless, 
slightly sallow, and her lips were pale. You did not notice 
the color of her eyes. She had a great deal of light brown 
hair, and it had a slight natural wave; it was the sort of 
hair that with a little touching- up would have been very 
pretty, but you could not imagine that Mrs. Crosbie would 
think of resorting to any such device. She was a quiet, 
pleasant, unassuming woman. Her manner was engaging, 
and if she was not very popular it was because she suf- 
fered from a certain shyness. This was comprehensible 
enough, for the planter's life is lonely, and in her own 
house, with people she knew, she was in her quiet way 
charming. Mrs. Joyce, after her fortnight's stay, had told 
her husband that Leslie was a very agreeable hostess. 
There was more in her, she said, than people thought; 
and when you came to know her you were surprised how 
much she had read and how entertaining she could be. 

. She was the last woman in the world to commit murder. 
Mr. Joyce dismissed Robert Crosbie with such reas- 
| suring words as he could find and, once more alone in his 

1 office, turned over the pages of the brief. But it was a 

I mechanical action, for all its details were familiar to him. 
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The case was the sensation of the day, and it was discussed 
in all the clubs, at all the dinner tables, up and down the i 

Peninsula, from Singapore to Penang. The facts that Mrs. 

Crosbie gave were simple. Her husband had gone to 
j Singapore on business, and she was alone for the night. I 

She dined by herself, late, at a quarter to nine, and after 
dinner sat in the sitting-room working at her lace. It 
opened on the veranda. There was no one in the bungalow, 
for the servants had retired to their own quarters at the j 

back of the compound. She was surprised to hear a step j 

on the gravel path in the garden, a booted step, which j 

suggested a white man rather than a native, for she had j 

not heard a motor drive up, and she could not imagine 
who could be coming to see her at that time of night. 

Some one ascended the few stairs that led up to the bun- 
galow, walked across the veranda, and appeared at the j 

j door of the room in which she sat. At the first moment 

j she did not recognize the visitor. She sat by a shaded 

I lamp, and he stood with his back to the darkness, 
j “May I come in?” he said. 

I She did not even recognize the voice. 

| “Who is it ?” she asked, ! j 

I She worked with spectacles, and she took them off as 
j she spoke. 

j “Geoff. Hammond.” j 

“Of course. Come in and have a drink.” 

She rose and shook hands with him cordially. She was 
j a little surprised to see him, for though he was a neighbor 
neither she nor Robert had been lately on very intimate 
1 terms with him, and she had not seen him for some weeks. 

] He was the manager of a rubber estate nearly eight miles 
1 from theirs, and she wondered why he had chosen this late 
f hour to come and see them. 


“Robert’s away,” she said. “He had to go to Singapore 
for the night.’" 
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Perhaps he thought his visit called for some explanation 
for he said : 

‘Tm sorry. I felt rather lonely to-night, so I thought 
Fd just come along and see how you were getting on.” 

“How on earth did you come? I never heard a car/’ 

“I left it down the road. I thought you might both be in 
bed and asleep.” 

This was natural enough. The planter gets up at dawn 
in order to take the roll-call of the workers, and soon 
after dinner he is glad to go to bed. Hammond’s car was 
in point of fact found next day a quarter of a mile from 
the bungalow. 

Since Robert was away there was no whisky and soda in 
the room. Leslie did not call the boy, who was probably 
asleep, but fetched it herself. Her guest mixed himself a 
drink and filled his pipe. 

Geoff. Hammond had a host of friends in the colony. 
He was at this time in the late thirties, but he had come 
out as a lad. He had been one of the first to volunteer on 
the outbreak of war, and had done very well. A wound in 
the knee caused him to be invalided out of the army after 
two years, but he returned to the Federated Malay States 
with a D.S.O. and an M.C. He was one of the best billiard- 
players in the colony. He had been a beautiful dancer and a 
fine tennis player, but though able no longer to dance, and 
his tennis, with a stiff knee, was not so good as it had 
been, he had the gift of popularity and was universally 
liked. He was a tall, good-looking fellow, with attractive 
blue eyes and a fine head of black, curling hair. Old 
stagers said his only fault was that he was too fond of the 
girls, and after the catastrophe they shook their heads and 
vowed that they had always known this would get him 
into trouble. 

He began now to talk to Leslie about the local affairs, 
the forthcoming races in Singapore, the price of rubber, 
and his chances of killing a tiger which had been lately 
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seen * n neighborhood. She was anxious to finish by a 
certain date the piece of lace on which she was working, 
for she wanted to^send it home for her mother's birthday, 
aiKl so put on her spectacles again, and drew towards her 
chair the little table on which stood the pillow. 

“I wish you wouldn't wear those great horn-spectacles/' 
he said. “I don't know why a pretty woman should do her 
best to look plain." 

She was a trifle taken aback at this remark. He had 
never used that tone with her before. She thought the 
the best thing was to make light of it. 

I have no pretensions to being a raving beauty, you 
know, and if you ask me point blank, I'm bound to tell 
you that I don't care two pins if you think me plain 
or not." 

I don t think you're plain. I think you're awfully 
pretty." 

“Sweet of you," she answered, ironically. “But in that 
case I can only think you half-witted." 

He chuckled. But he rose from his chair and sat down 
in another by her side. 

“You're not going to have the face to deny that you 
have the prettiest hands in the world," he said. 

He made a gesture as though to take one of them. She 
gave him a little tap. 

Don t be an idiot. Sit down where you were before 
and talk sensibly, or else I shall send you home." 

He did not move. 

Don't you know that I'm awfully in love with you?" 
he said. 

She remained quite cool. 

I don't. I don't believe it for a minute, and even if it 
were true I don't want you to say it." 

She was the more surprised at what he was saying, since 
during the seven years she had known him he had never 
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from the war they had seen a good deal of one another, 
and once when he was ill Robert had gone over and 
brought him back to their bungalow in his car. He had 
stayed with them then for a fortnight. But their interests 
were dissimilar, and the acquaintance had never ripened 
into friendship. For the last two or three years they had 
seen little of him. Now and then he came over to play 
tennis, now and then they met him at some planter’s who 
was giving a party, but it often happened that they did not 
set eyes on him for a month at a time. 

Now he took another whisky and soda. Leslie wondered 
if he had been drinking before. There was something odd 
about him, and it made her a trifle uneasy. She watched 
him help himself with disapproval. 

“I wouldn’t drink any more if I were you,” she said, 
good-humoredly still. 

He emptied his glass and put it down. 

“Do you think I’m talking to you like this because I’m 
drunk?” he asked abruptly. 

“That is the most obvious explanation, isn’t it ?” 

“Well, it’s a lie. I’ve loved you ever since I first knew 
you. I’ve held my tongue as long as I could, and now it’s 
got to come out. I love you, I love you, I love you.” 

She rose and carefully put aside the pillow. 

“Good night,” she said. 

“I’m not going now,” 

At last she began to lose her temper. 

“But, you poor fool, don’t you know that I’ve never 
loved any one but Robert, and even if I didn’t love Robert 
you’re the last man I should care for.” 

“What do I care? Robert’s away.” 

“If you don’t go away this minute I shall call the boys, 
and have you thrown out.” 

“They’re out of earshot.” 

She was very angry now. She made a movement as 
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though to go on to the veranda from which the house-boy 
would certainly hear her, but he seized her arm. 

“Let me go,” she cried furiously. 

“Not much. I’ve* got you now.” 

She opened her mouth and called “Boy, boy,” but with 
a quick gesture he put his hand over it. Then before she 
knew what he was about he had taken her in his arms and 
was kissing her passionately. She struggled, turning her 
lips away from his burning mouth. 

“No, no, no,” she cried. “Leave me alone. I won’t.” 

She grew, confused about what happened then. All that 
had been said before she remembered accurately, but now 
his words assailed her ears through a mist of horror and 
fear. He seemed to plead for her love. He broke into 
violent protestations of passion. And all the time he held 
her in his tempestuous embrace. She was helpless, for he 
was a stiong, powerful man, and her arms were pinioned 
to her sides; her struggles were unavailing, and she felt 
herself grow weaker; she was afraid she would faint, and 
his hot breath on her face made her feel desperately sick. 
He kissed her mouth, her eyes, her cheeks, her hair. The 
pressure of his arms was killing her. He lifted her off her 
feet. She tried to kick him, but he only held her more 
closely. He was carrying her now. He wasn’t speaking 
any more, but she knew that his face was pale and his eyes 
hot with desire. He was taking her into the bedroom. He 
was no longer a civilized man, but a savage. And as he ran 
he stumbled against a table which was "in the way. His 
stiff knee made him a little awkward on his feet, and with 
the burden of the woman in his arms he fell. In a moment 
she had snatched herself away from him. She ran round 
the sofa. He was up in a dash, and flung himself towards 
her. There was a revolver on the desk. She was not a 
nervous woman, but Robert was to be away for the night, 
and she had meant to take it into her room when she went 
to bed. That was why it happened to be there. She was 
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frantic with terror now. She did not know what she was 
doing. She heard a report. She saw Hammond stagger. 
He gave a cry. He said something, she^didn’t know what. 
He lurched out of the room on to the' veranda. She was 
in a frenzy now, she was beside herself, she followed him 
out, yes, that was it, she must have followed him out, 
though she remembered nothing of it, she followed firing 
automatically, shot after shot, till the six chambers were 
empty. Hammond fell down on the floor of the veranda. 
He crumpled up into a bloody heap. 

When the boys, startled by the reports, rushed up, they 
found her standing over Hammond with the revolver still 
in her hand, and Hammond lifeless. She looked at them 
for a moment without speaking. They stood in a fright- 
ened, huddled bunch. She let the revolver fall from her 
hand, and without a word turned and went into the sitting- 
room. They watched her go into her bedroom and turn the 
key in the lock. They dared not touch the dead body, but 
looked at it with terrified eyes, talking excitedly to one 
another in undertones. Then the head-boy collected him- 
self; he had been with them for many years, he was 
Chinese and a level-headed fellow. Robert had gone into 
Singapore on his motor-cycle, and the car stood in the 
garage. He told the seis to get it out; they must go at 
once to the Assistant District Officer and tell him what had 
happened. He picked up the revolver and put it in his 
pocket. The A.D.O., a man called Withers, lived on the 
outskirts of the nearest town, which was about thirty-five 
miles away. It took them an hour and a half to 1 each him. 
Every one was asleep, and they had to rouse the boys. 
Presently Withers came out and they told him their 
errand. The head-boy showed him the revolver in proof of 
what he said. The A.D.O. went into his room to dress, 
sent for his car, and in a little while was following them 
back along the deserted road. The dawn was just breaking 
as he reached the Crosbies’ bungalow. He ran up the steps 
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of the veranda, and stopped short as he saw Hammond’s 
body lying where he fell. He touched the face. It was 
quite cold. 

“Where’s mem?” he asked the house-boy. 

The Chinese pointed to the bedroom. Withers went to 
the door and knocked. There was no answer. He knocked 


again. 

“Mrs. Crosbie,” he called. 

“Who is it?” 

“Withers.” 

There was another pause. Then the door was unlocked 
and slowly opened. Leslie stood before him. She had not 
been to bed, and wore the tea-gown in which she had 
dined. She stood and looked silently at the A.D.O. 

“Your house-boy fetched me,” he said. “Hammond. 
What have you done?” 

“He tried to rape me, and I shot him.” 

“My God. I say, you’d better come out here. You must 
tell me exactly what happened.” 

“Not now. I can’t. You must give me time. Send for my 
husband.” 

Withers was a young man, and he did not know exactly 
what to do in an emergency which was so out of the run 
of his duties. Leslie refused to say anything till at last 
Robert arrived. Then she told the .two men the story, from 
which since then, though she had repeated it over and over 
again, she had never in the slightest degree diverged. 

The point to which Mr. Joyce recurred was the shooting. 
As a lawyer he was bothered that Leslie had fired not 
once, but six times, and the examination of the dead man 
showed that four of the shots had been fired close to the 
body. One might almost have thought that when the man 
fell she stood over him and emptied the contents of the 
revolver into him. She confessed that her memory, so 
accurate for all that had preceded, failed her here. Her 
mind was blank. It pointed to an uncontrollable fury; but 
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uncontrollable fury was the last thing you would have 
expected from this quiet and demure woman. Mr. Joyce 
had known her a good many years, and had always thought 
her an unemotional person ; during the weeks that had 
passed since the tragedy her composure had been amazing. 

Mr. J byce shrugged his shoulders. 

“The fact is, I suppose,” he reflected, “that you can 
never tell what hidden possibilities of savagery there are 
in the most respectable of women.” 

There was a knock at the door. 

“Come in.” 

The Chinese clerk entered and closed the door behind 
him. He closed it gently, with deliberation, but decidedly, 
and advanced to the table at which Mr. Joyce was sitting. 

“May I trouble you, sir, for a few words private con- 
versation?” he said. 

The elaborate accuracy with which the clerk expressed 
himself always faintly amused Mr. Joyce, and now he 
smiled. 

“It’s no trouble, Chi Seng,” he replied. 

“The matter on which I desire to speak to you, sir, is 
delicate and confidential.” 

“Fire away.” 

Mr. Joyce met his clerk’s shrewd eyes. As usual Ong 
Chi Seng was dressed in the height of local fashion. He 
wore very shiny patent leather shoes and gay silk socks. 
In his black tie was a pearl and ruby pin, and on the 
fourth finger of his left hand a diamond ring. From the 
pocket of his neat white coat protruded a gold fountain 
pen and a gold pencil. He wore a gold wrist-watch, and on 
the bridge of his nose invisible pince-nez. He gave a 
little cough. 

“The matter has to do with the case R. v. Crosbie, sir.” 

“Yes?” 

“A circumstance has come to my knowledge, sir, which 
seems to me to put a different complexion on it” 
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“What circumstance?” 

“It has come to my knowledge, sir, that there is a letter j 
in existence from^the defendant to the unfortunate victim j 
of the tragedy/’ j 

“I shouldn’t be at all surprised. In the course of the last 
seven years I Have no doubt that Mrs. Crosbie often had I 
occasion to write to Mr. Hammond.” * 

Mr. Joyce had a high opinion of his clerk’s intelligence 
and his words were designed to conceal his thoughts. 

“That is very probable, sir. Mrs. Crosbie must have 
communicated with the deceased frequently, to invite him 
to dine with her for example, or to propose a tennis game. 

That was my first thought when the matter was brought 
to my notice. This letter, however, was written on the 
day of the late Mr. Hammond’s death.” 

Mr. Joyce did not flicker an eyelash. He continued to 
look at Ong Chi Seng with the smile of faint amusement 
with which he generally talked to him. 

“Who has told you this?” 

“The circumstances were brought to my knowledge,; sir 
by a friend of mine.” 

Mr. Joyce knew better than to insist. 

“You will no doubt recall, sir, that Mrs. Crosbie has 
stated that until the fatal night she had had no communica- 
tion with the deceased for several weeks.” 

“Have you got the letter?” 

“No, sir.” 

“What are its contents ?”. 

“My friend gave me a copy. Would you like to peruse 
it, sir?” 

“I should.” 

Ong Chi Seng took from an inside pocket a bulky wallet. 

It was filled with papers, Singapore dollar notes and 
cigarette cards. From the confusion he presently extracted 
a half sheet of thin note-paper and placed it before Mr. 

Joyce. The letter read as follows 



346 



GREAT MODERN SHORT STORIES 
R. will be away for the night . I absolutely must 
see you. I shall expect you at eleven . I am desperate , 
and if you don ' t come I won't answer for the conse- 
quences. Don't drive up.—L. 

It was written in the flowing hand which the Chinese 
were taught at the foreign schools. The writing, so lacking 
in character, was oddly incongruous with the ominous 
words. 

“What makes you think that this note was written by 
Mrs. Crosbie?” 

“I have every confidence in the veracity of my in- 
formant, sir,” replied Ong Chi Seng. “And the matter 
can very easily be put to the proof. Mrs. Crosbie will, no 
doubt, be able to tell you at once whether she wrote 
such a letter or not.” 

Since the beginning of the conversation Mr. Joyce had 
not taken his eyes off the respectable countenance of his 
clerk. He wondered now if he discerned in it a faint 
expression of mockery. 

“It is inconceivable that Mrs. Crosbie should have writ- 
ten such a letter,” said Mr. Joyce. 

“If that is your opinion, sir, the matter is of course 
ended. My friend spoke to me on the subject only because 
he thought, as I was in your office, you might like to know 
of the existence of this letter before a communication was 
made to the Deputy Public Prosecutor.” 

“Who has the original?” asked Mr. Joyce sharply. 

Ong Chi Seng made no sign that he perceived in this 
question and its manner a change of attitude. 

“You will remember, sir, no doubt, that after the death 
of Mr. Hammond it was discovered that he had had 
relations with a Chinese woman. The letter is at present in 
her possession.” 

That was one of the things that had turned public 
opinion most vehemently against Hammond. It came to be 
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4 known that for several months he had had a Chinese 
4 woman living in his house. 

For a moment neither of them spoke. Indeed everything 
had been said and each understood the other perfectly. 

‘Tm obliged to you, Chi Seng. I will give the matter 
my consideration.” 

I “Very good, sir. Do you wish me to make a communi- 

( cation to that effect to my friend?” 

| ‘T daresay it would be as well if you kept in touch with 

him,” Mr. Joyce answered with gravity. 

“Yes, sir.” 

j The clerk noiselessly left the room, shutting the dooi 

1 again with deliberation, and left Mr. Joyce to his reflec- 
tions. He stared at the copy, in its neat, impersonal 
j writing, of Leslie's letter. Vague suspicions troubled him. 
They were so disconcerting that he made an effort to put 
them out of his mind. There must be a simple explana- 
tion of the letter, and Leslie without doubt could give it 
at once, but, by heaven, an explanation was needed. He 
rose from his chair, put the letter in his pocket, and took 
his topee. When he went out Ong Chi Seng was busily 
writing at his desk. 

“I’m going out for a few minutes, Chi Seng,” he said. 
“Mr. George Reed is coming by appointment at twelve 
o'clock, sir. Where shall I say you’ve gone?” 

Mr. Joyce gave him a thin smile. 

“You can say that you haven’t the least idea.” 

But he knew perfectly well that Ong Chi Seng was 
aware that he was going to the jail. Though the crime 
had been committed in Belanda and the trial was to take 
place at Belanda Bharu, since there was in the jail no 
convenience for the detention of a white woman Mrs* 
Crosbie had been brought to Singapore. 

When she was led into the room in which he waited she 
held out her thin, distinguished hand, and gave him a 
pleasant smile. She was as ever neatly and simply dressed, 
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and her abundant, pale hair was arranged with care. 

“I wasn't expecting to see you this morning/' she said, 
graciously. 

She might have been in her own house, and Mr. Joyce 
almost expected to hear her call the boy and tell him to 
bring the visitor a gin pahit. 

“How are you ?” he asked. 

“I'm in the best of health, thank you." A flicker of 
amusement flashed across her eyes. “This is a wonderful 
place for a rest cure." 

The attendant withdrew and they were left alone. 

“Do sit down," said Leslie. 

He took a chair. He did not quite know how to begin. 
She was so cool that it seemed almost impossible to say 
to her the thing he had come to say. Though she was not 
pretty there was something agreeable in her appearance. 
She had elegance, but it was the elegance of good breeding 
in which there was nothing of the artifice of society. You 
had only to look at her to know what sort of people she 
had and what kind of surroundings she had lived in. Her 
fragility gave her a singular refinement. It was impossible 
to associate her with the vaguest idea of grossness. 

“I'm looking forward to seeing Robert this afternoon," 
she said, in her good-humored, easy voice. (It was a 
pleasure to hear her speak, her voice and her accent were 
so distinctive of her class.) “Poor dear, it's been a great 
trial to his nerves. I'm thankful it’ll all be over in a few 
days." 

“It's only five days now." 

“I know. Each morning when I awake I say to myself, 
‘one less."' She smiled then. “Just as I used to do at 
school and the holidays were coming." 

“By the way, am I right in thinking that you had no 
communication whatever with Hammond for several 
weeks before the catastrophe?" 

“I'm quite positive of that. The last time we met was 
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at a tennis-party at the MacFarrens. I don’t think I said 
more than two words to him. They have two courts, you 
know, and we didn’t happen to be in the same sets.” 

“And you haven’t written to him?” 

“Oh, no.” 

“Are you quite sure of that ?” 

“Oh, quite,” she answered, with a little smile. “There 
was nothing I should write to him for except to ask him 
to dine or to play tennis, and I hadn’t done either for 
months.” 

_ “ At one time you’d been on fairly intimate terms with 
him. How did it happen that you had stopped asking him 
to anything?” 

Mrs. Crosbie shrugged her thin shoulders. 

One gets tired of people. We hadn’t anything very 
much in common. Of course, when he was ill Robert and 
I did everything we could for him, but the last year or two 
he’d been quite well, and he was very popular. He had a 
good many calls on his time, and there didn’t seem to be 
any need to shower invitations upon him.” 

“Are you quite certain that was all?” 

Mrs. Crosbie hesitated for a moment. 

“Well, I may just as well tell you. It had come to our 
ears that he was living with a Chinese woman, and 
Robert said he wouldn’t have him in the house. I had 
seen her myself.” 

Mr. Joyce was sitting in a straight-backed armchair, 
resting his chin on his hand, and his eyes were fixed on 
Leslie. Was it his fancy that, as she made this remark, 
her black pupils were filled on a sudden, for the fraction 
of a second, with a dull red light? The effect was startling. 
Mr. Joyce shifted in his chair. He placed the tips of his 
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He watched her closely. She made no movement, nor 
did her face change color, but she took a noticeable time 
to reply. 

“In the past I’ve often sent him little notes to ask him 
to something or other, or to get me something when I 
knew he was going to Singapore.” 

“This letter asks him to come and see you because 
Robert was going to Singapore.” 

“That’s impossible. I never did anything of the kind.” 

“You’d better read it for yourself.” 

He took it out of his pocket and handed it to her. She 
gave it a glance and with a smile of scorn handed it back 
to him. 

“That’s not my handwriting.” 

“I know, it’s said to be an exact copy of the original.” 

She read the words now, and as she read a horrible 
change came over her. Her colorless face grew dreadful 
to look at. It turned green. The flesh seemed on a sudden 
to fall away and her skin was tightly stretched over the 
bones. Her lips receded, showing her teeth, so that she had 
the appearance of making a grimace. She stared at Mr. 
Joyce with eyes that started from their sockets. He was 
looking now at a gibbering death’s head. 

“What does it mean?” she whispered. 

Her mouth was so dry that she could utter no more 
than a hoarse sound. It was no longer a human voice. 

“That is for you to say,” he answered. 

“I didn’t write it. I swear I didn’t write it.” 

“Be very careful what you say. If the original is in 
your handwriting it would be useless to deny it.” 

“It would be a forgery.” 

“It would be difficult to prove that. It would be easy to 
prove that it was genuine.” 

A shiver passed through her lean body. But great beads 
of sweat stood on her forehead. She took a handkerchief 
from her bag and wiped the palms of. her hands. She 
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glanced at the letter again and gave Mr. Joyce a sidelong 
look. 

“It's not dated. If I had written it and forgotten all 
about it, it might have been written years ago. If you’ll 
give me time, I’ll try and remember the circumstances.” 

“I noticed there was no date. If this letter were in the 
hands of the prosecution they would cross-examine the 
boys. They would soon find out whether some one took a 
letter to Hammond on the day of his death.” 

Mrs. Crosbie clasped her hands violently and swayed 
in her chair so that he thought she would faint. 

“I swear to you that I didn’t write that letter.” 

Mr. Joyce was silent for a little while. He took his eyes 
from her distraught face, and looked down on the floor. 
He was reflecting. 

“In these circumstances we need not go into the matter 
further,” he said slowly, at last breaking the silence. “If 
the possessor of this letter sees fit to place it in the hands 
of the prosecution you will be prepared.” 

His words suggested that he had nothing more to say to 
her, but he made no movement of departure. He waited. 
To himself he seemed to wait a very long time. He did 
not look at Leslie, but he was conscious that she sat very 
still. She made no sound. At last it was he who spoke. 

“If you have nothing more to say to me I think I’ll be 
getting back to my office.” 

“What would any one who read the letter be inclined to 
think that it meant?” she asked then. 

“He’d know that you had told a deliberate lie,” an- 
swered Mr. Joyce sharply. 

“When?” 

“You have stated definitely that you had had no com- 
munication with Hammond for at least three months.” 

“The whole thing has been a terrible shock to me. The 
events of that dreadful night Lave been a nightmare. It’s 
not very strange if one detail has escaped my memory.” 
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“It would be unfortunate when your memory has repro- 
duced so exactly every particular of your interview with 
Hammond, that you should have forgotten so important a 
point as that he came to see you in the bungalow on the 
night of his death at your express desire/' 

“I hadn't forgotten. After what happened I was afraid 
to mention it. I thought you'd none of you believe my 
story if I admitted that he'd come at my invitation. I 
daresay it was stupid of me; but I lost my head, and after 
Fd said once that I'd had no communication with Ham- 
mond I was obliged to stick to it." 

By now Leslie had recovered her admirable composure, 
and she met Mr. Joyce's appraising glance with candor. 
Her gentleness was very disarming. 

“You will be required to explain, then, why you asked 
Hammond to come and see you when Robert was away 
for the night." 

She turned her eyes full on the lawyer. He had been 
| mistaken in thinking them insignificant, they were rather 
fine eyes, and unless he was mistaken they were bright 
now with tears. Her voice had a little break in it. 

“It was a surprise I was preparing for Robert. His 
birthday is next month. I knew he wanted a new gun 
and yon know I'm dreadfully stupid about sporting things. 

I wanted to talk to Geoff, about it. I thought I'd get him 
to order it for me." 

“Perhaps the terms of the letter are not very clear to 
your recollection. Will you have another look at it ?" 

“No, I don't want to," she said quickly. 

“Does it seem to you the sort of letter a woman would 
write to a somewhat distant acquaintance because she 
wanted to consult him about buying a gun?" 

“I daresay it's rather extravagant and emotional. I do 
express myself like that, you know. I'm quite prepared 
to admit it's very silly." She smiled. “And after all, Geoff. 
Hammond wasn't quite a distant acquaintance. When he 
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was ill I’d nursed him like a mother. I asked him to come 
when Robert was away,, because Robert wouldn't have him 
in the house . 55 

Mr* Joyce was tired of sitting so long in the same 
position. He rose and walked once or twice up and down 
the room, choosing the words he proposed to say ; then he 
leaned over the back of the chair in which he had been 
sitting. He spoke slowly in a tone of deep gravity. 

.Mrs. Crosbie, I want to talk to you very, very seriously. 
This case was comparatively plain sailing. There was only 
one point which seemed to me to require explanation : as 
far as I could judge, you had fired no less than four shots 
into Hammond when he was lying on the ground. It was 
hard to accept the possibility that a delicate, frightened, 
and habitually self-controlled woman, of gentle nature and 
refined instincts, should have surrendered to an absolutely 
uncontrolled frenzy. But of course it was admissible. Al- 
though Geoffrey Hammond was much liked and on the 
whole thought highly of, I was prepared to prove that he 
was the sort of man who might be guilty of the crime 
which in justification of your act you accused him of. The 
fact, which was discovered after his death, that he had 
been living with a Chinese woman gave us something 
very definite to go upon. That robbed him of any sym- 
pathy which might have been felt for him. We made up 
our minds to make use of the odium which such a con- 
nection cast upon him in the minds of all respectable 
people. I told your husband this morning that I was certain 
of an acquittal, and I wasn't just telling him that to give 
him heart I do not believe the assessors would have left 
the court 55 

They looked into one another's eyes. Mrs. Crosbie was 
strangely still She was like a little bird paralyzed by the 
fascination of a snake. He went on in the same quiet 
tones. 

“But this letter has thrown an entirely different com T 
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plexion on the case. I am your legal adviser, I shall repre- 
sent you in Court. I take your story as you tell it me, and 
I shall conduct your defense according to its terms. It 
may be that I believe your statements, and it may be 
that I doubt them. The duty of counsel is to persuade the 
Court that the evidence placed before it is not such as to 
justify it in bringing in a verdict of guilty, and any private 
opinion he may have of the guilt or innocence of his client 
is entirely beside the point.” 

He was astonished to see in Leslie’s eyes the flicker of a 
smile. Piqued, he went on somewhat dryly. 

“You’re not going to deny that Hammond came to your 
house at your urgent, and I may even say, hysterical in- 
vitation ?” 

Mrs. Crosbie, hesitating for an instant, seemed to 
consider. 

“They can prove that the letter was taken to his bun- 
galow by one of the house-boys. He rode over on his 
bicycle.” 

“You mustn’t expect other people to be stupider than 
you. The letter will put them on the track of suspicions 
which have entered nobody’s head. I will not tell you what 
I personally thought when I saw the copy. I do not wish 
you to tell me anything but what is needed to save your 
neck.” 

Mrs. Crosbie gave a shrill cry. She sprang to her feet, 
white with terror. 

“You don’t think they’d hang me?” 

“If they came to the conclusion that you hadn’t killed 
Hammond in self-defense, it would be the duty of the 
assessors to bring in a verdict of guilty. The charge is 
murder. It would be the duty of the judge to sentence 
you to death.” 

“But what can they prove ?” she gasped. 

“I don’t know what they can prove. You know. I don’t 
want to know. But if their suspicions are aroused, if they 


) 

•» 

THE LETTER 355 

begin to make inquiries, if the natives are questioned — 
what is it that can be discovered ?” 

She crumpled up suddenly. She fell on the floor before 
he could catch her. She had fainted. He looked round the 
room for water, but there was none there, and he did not 
want to be disturbed. He stretched her out on the floor, 
and kneeling beside her waited for her to recover. When 
she opened her eyes he was disconcerted by the ghastly 
fear that he saw in them. 

“Keep quite still,” he said. “You’ll be better in a 
moment.” 

\ ou won’t let them hang me,” she whispered, jj 

She began to cry, hysterically, while in undertones he | 
sought to quieten her. 

“For goodness’ sake pull yourself together,” he said. 

“Give me a minute.” { 

Her courage was amazing. He could see the effort she 
made to regain her self-control, and soon she was once 
more calm. g 

“Let me get up now.” : ii 

He gave her his hand and helped her to her feet, Taking 
her arm, he led her to the chair. She sat down wearily. 

“Don’t talk to me for a minute or two,” she said. 

“Very well.” 

When at last she spoke it was to say something which 
he did not expect. She gave a little sigh. 

“I’m afraid I’ve made rather a mess of things,” she 
said. 

He did not answer, and once more there was a silence. 

“Isn’t it possible to get hold of the letter?” she said 
at last. 

“I do not think anything would have been said to me 
about it, if the person in whose possession it is was not 
prepared to sell it” 

“Who’s got it?” 
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“The Chinese woman who was living in Hammond's 
house." 

A spot of color flickered for an instant on Leslie's 
cheek-bones. 

“Does she want an awful lot for it ?" 

“I imagine that she has a very shrewd idea of its value. 
I doubt if it would be possible, to get hold of it except 
for a very large sum." 

“Are you going to let me be hanged ?" 

“Do you think it's so simple as all that to secure pos- 
session of an unwelcome piece of evidence? It's no dif- 
ferent from suborning a witness. You have no right to 
make any such suggestion to me." 

“Then what is going to happen to me ?" 

“Justice must take its course." 

She grew very pale. A little shudder passed through her 
body. 

“I put myself in your hands. Of course I have no right 
fj to ask you to do anything that isn't proper." 

Mr. Joyce had not bargained for the little break in her 
voice which her habitual self-restraint made quite intoler- 
ably moving. She looked at him with humble eyes, and he 
thought that if he rejected their appeal they would haunt 
him for the rest of his life. After all, nothing could bring 
poor Hammond back to life again. He wondered what 
really was the explanation of that letter. It was not fair 
to conclude from it that she had killed Hammond without 
provocation. He had lived in the East a long time and his 
sense of professional honor was not perhaps so acute as it 
had been twenty years before. He stared at the floor. He 
made up his mind to do something which he knew was un- 
justifiable, but it stuck in his throat and he felt dully 
resentful towards Leslie. It embarrassed him a little to 
speak. 

“I don't know exactly what your husband's circum- 
stances are ?" 
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Flushing a rosy red, she shot a swift glance at him. 

He has a good many tin shares and a small share in 
two or three rubber estates. I suppose he could raise 
money. ' . 

‘He would have to be told what it was for.” 

, was s ^ ent ^ or a moment. She seemed to think. 

He s m love with me still. He would make any sacri- 
fice to save me. Is there any need for him to see the 
letter ?” 

Mr. Joyce frowned a little, and, quick to notice, she 
went on. 

“Robert is an old friend of yours. I’m not asking you 
to do anything for me, I’m asking you to save a rather 
simple, kind man who never did you any harm from all 
the pain that’s possible.” 

Mr. Joyce did not reply. He rose to go and Mrs. Crosbie, 
with the grace that was natural to her, held out her hand. 
She was shaken by the scene, and her look was haggard, 
but she made a brave attempt to speed him with courtesy. 

It s so good of you to take all this trouble for me. I 
can’t begin to tell you how grateful I am.” 

Mr. Joyce returned to his office. He sat in his own room, 
quite still, attempting to do no work, and pondered. His 
imagination brought him many strange ideas. He shud- 
dered a little. At last there was the discreet knock on the 
door which he was expecting. Ong Chi Seng came in. 

“I was just going out to have my tiffin, sir,” he said. 

“All right.” 

“I didn’t know if there was anything you wanted before 
I went, sir.” 

I don t think so. Did you make another appointment 
for Mr. Reed ?” 

“Yes, sir. He will come at three o’clock.” 

“Good.” 

Ong Chi Seng turned away, walked to the door, and put 
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his long slim fingers on the handle. Then, as though on an 
afterthought, he turned back. 

“Is there anything you wish me to say to my friend, 

sir ? ,J 

Although Ong Chi Seng spoke English so admirably he 
had still a difficulty with the letter R, and he pronounced 
it “fliend.” 

“What friend?” 

“About the letter Mrs. Crosbie wrote to Hammond 
deceased, sir.” 

“Oh! I’d forgotten about that. I mentioned it to Mrs. 
Crosbie and she denies having written anything of the 
H . sort. It’s evidently a forgery.” 

|| , Mr. Joyce took the copy from his pocket and handed 

it to Ong Chi Seng. Ong Chi Seng ignored the gesture. 

“In that case, sir, I suppose there would be no objection 
if my fliend delivered the letter to the Deputy Public 
Prosecutor.” 

“None. But I don’t quite see what good that would do 
your friend.” 

“My fliend, sir, thought it was his duty in the interests 
of justice.” 

“I am the last man in the world to interfere with any 
one who wishes to do his duty, Chi Seng.’ 

The eyes of the lawyer and of the Chinese clerk met. 
Not the shadow of a smile hovered on the lips of either, 
but they understood each other perfectly. 

“I quite understand, sir,” said Ong Chi Seng, “but from 
my study of the case R. v. Crosbie I am of opinion that 
the production of such a letter would be damaging to our 
client.” 

“I have always had a very high opinion of your legal 
acumen, Chi Seng.” 

“It has occurred to me, sir, that if I could persuade my 
fliend to induce the Chinese woman who has the letter to 
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deliver it into our hands it would save a great deal of 
trouble.” 

Mr. Joyce idly drew faces on his blotting-paper. 

“I suppose your friend is a business man. In what cir- 
cumstances do you think he would be induced to part 
with the letter?” 

“He has not got the letter. The Chinese woman has the 
letter. He is only a relation of the Chinese woman. She 
is an ignorant woman; she did not know the value of that 
letter till my fliend told her.” 

“What value did he put on it?” 

“Ten thousand dollars, sir.” 

“Good God ! Where on earth do you suppose Mrs. 
Crosbie can get ten thousand dollars ! I tell you the letter's 
a forgery.” 

He looked up at Ong Chi Seng as he spoke. The clerk 
was unmoved by the outburst. He stood at the side of the 
desk, civil, cool and observant. 

“Mr. Crosbie owns an eighth share of the Betong 
Rubber Estate and a sixth share of the Selantan River 
Rubber Estate. I have a fliend who will lend him the 
money on the security of his property.” 

“You have a large circle of acquaintance, Chi Seng*” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Well, you can tell them all to go to hell. I would never 
advise Mr. Crosbie to give a penny more than five thou- 
sand for a letter that can be very easily explained.” 

“The Chinese woman does not want to sell the letter, sir. 
My fliend took a long time to persuade her. It is useless 
to offer her less than the sum mentioned.” 

Mr. Joyce looked at Ong Chi Seng for at least three 
minutes. The clerk bore the searching scrutiny without 
embarrassment. He stood in a respectful attitude with 
downcast eyes. Mr. Joyce knew his man. Clever fellow, 
Chi Seng, he thought, I wonder how much he's going to 
get out of it ... 
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“Ten thousand dollars is a very large sum.” 

“Mr. Crosbie will certainly pay it rather than see his 
wife hanged, sir.” 

Again Mr. Joyce paused. What mote did Chi Seng 
know than he had said? He must be pretty sure of his 
ground if he was obviously so unwilling to bargain. That 
sum had been fixed because whoever it was that was 
managing the affair knew it was the largest amount that 
Robert Crosbie could raise. 

“Where is the Chinese woman now?” asked Mr. Jo}^ce. 

“She is staying at the house of my fliend, sir.” 

“Will she come here?” 

“I think it more better if you go to her, sir. I can take 
you to the house to-night and she will give you the letter. 
She is a very ignorant woman, sir, and she does not under- 
stand checks.” 

“I wasn't thinking of giving her a check. I will bring 
banknotes with me.” 

“It would only be waste of valuable time to bring less 
than ten thousand dollars, sir.” 

“I quite understand.” 

“I will go and tell my fliend after I have had my tiffin, 
sir.” 

“Very good. You'd better meet me outside the dub at 
ten o'clock to-night.” 

“With pleasure, sir,” said Ong Chi Seng. 

He gave Mr. Joyce a little bow and left the room. Mr. 
Joyce went out to have luncheon, too. He went to the 
club and here, as he had expected, he saw Robert Crosbie. 
He was sitting at a crowded table, and as he passed him, 
looking for a place, Mr. Joyce touched him on the 
shoulder. , : . • 

“I'd like a word or two with you before you go,” 
he said. 

“Right you are. Let me know when you're ready.” 

Mr. Joyce had made up his mind how to tackle him, 
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! He played a rubber of bridge after luncheon in order to 

1 allow time for the club to empty itself. He did not want 

on this particular matter to see Crosbie in his office. 
Presently Crosbie came into the card-room and looked 
on till the game was finished. The other players went on 
their various affairs, and the two were left alone. 

“A rather unfortunate thing has happened, old man/' 

: said Mr. Joyce, in a tone which he sought to render as 

casual as possible. “It appears that your wife sent a letter 
to Hammond asking him to come to the bungalow on the 
night he was killed.” 

{ “But that’s impossible,” cried Crosbie. “She’s always 
* stated that she had had no communication with Ham- 
mond. I know from my own knowledge that she hadn’t set 
eyes on him for a couple of months.” 

“The fact remains that the letter exists. It’s in the pos- 
session of the Chinese woman Hammond was living with. 
Your wdfe meant to give you a present on your birthday, 
and she wanted Hammond to help her to get it. In the 
| emotional excitement that she suffered from after the 
j tragedy, she forgot all about it, and having once denied 
| having any communication with Hammond she was afraid 
to say that she had made a mistake. It was, of course, 
very unfortunate, but I daresay it was not unnatural.” 

Crosbie did not speak. His large, red face bore an ex- 
[ pression of complete bewilderment, and Mr. Joyce was 

1 at once relieved and exasperated by his lack of compre- 

i. hension. He was a stupid man, and Mr. Joyce had no 

! patience with stupidity. But his distress since the catas- 

trophe had touched a soft spot in the lawyer’s heart; and 
Mrs. Crosbie had struck the right note when she asked 
him to help her, not for her sake, but for her husband’s. 
[ “I need not tell you that it would be very awkward if 

| this letter found its way into the hands of the prosecution. 

Your wife has lied, and she would be asked to explain 
f the lie. It alters things a little if Hammond did not in- 
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I trade, an unwanted guest, but came to your house by 

i; invitation. It would be easy to arouse in the assessors a 

certain indecision of mind.” 

Mr. Joyce hesitated. He was face to face now with his 
decision. If it had been a time for humor, he could have 
smiled at the reflection that he was taking so grave a 
step, and that the man for whom he was taking it had not 
the smallest conception of its gravity. If he gave the matter 
a thought, he probably imagined that what Mr. Joyce was 
doing was what any lawyer did in the ordinary run of 
business. 

“My dear Robert, you are not only my client, but my 
friend. I think we must get hold of that letter. It'll cost a 
good deal of money. Except for that I should have pre- 
ferred to say nothing to you about it.” 

“How much?” 

“Ten thousand dollars.” 

“That's a devil of a lot. With the slump and one thing 
and another it'll take just about all I've got.” 

“Can you get it at once ?” 

“I suppose so. Old Charlie Meadows will let me have 
it on my tin shares and on those two estates I'm inter- 
ested in.” 

“Then will you ?” 

“Is it absolutely necessary ?” 

“If you want your wife to be acquitted.” 

Crosbie grew very red. His mouth sagged strangely. 
“But . . .” he could not find words, his face now was 
purple. “But I don't understand. She can explain. You 
don't mean to say they'd find her guilty ? They couldn't 
hang her for putting a noxious vermin out of the way.” 

“Of course they wouldn't hang her. They might only 
find her guilty of manslaughter. She'd probably get off 
with two or three years.” 

Crosbie started to his feet and his red face was dis- 
traught with horror. 
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“Three years/’ 

Then something seemed to dawn in that slow intelli- 
gence of his. His mind was darkness across which shot 
suddenly a flash of lightning, and though the succeeding 
darkness was as profound, there remained the memory of 
something not seen but perhaps just descried. Mr. Joyce 
saw that Crosbie’s big red hands, coarse and hard with all 
the odd jobs he had set them to, trembled. 

“What was the present she wanted to make me?” 

“She says she wanted to give you a new gun.” 

Once more that great red face flushed a deeper red. 

“When have you got to have the money ready ?” 

There was something odd in his voice now. It sounded 
as though he spoke with invisible hands clutching at his 
throat. 

“At ten o’clock to-night. I thought you could bring it 
to my office at about six.” 

“Is the woman coming to you ?” 

“No, I’m going to her.” 

“I’ll bring the money. I’ll come with you.” 

Mr. Joyce looked at him sharply. 

“Do you think there’s any need for you to do that? I 
think it would be better if you left me to deal with this 
matter by myself.” 

“It’s my money, isn’t it ? I’m going to come.” 

Mr. Joyce shrugged his shoulders. They rose and shook 
hands. Mr. Joyce looked at him curiously. 

At ten o’clock they met in the empty club. 

“Everything all right?” asked Mr. Joyce. 

“Yes. I’ve got the money in my pocket.” 

“Let’s go then.” 

They walked down the steps. Mr. Joyce’s car was wait- 
ing for them in the square, silent at that hour, and as they 
came to it Ong Chi Seng stepped out of the shadow of a 
house. He took his seat beside the driver and gave him 
a direction. They drove past the Hotel de 1’Europe and 


t 

364 GREAT MODERN SHORT STORIES* 

turned up by the Sailor’s Home to get into Victoria Street. 
Here the Chinese shops were still open, idlers lounged 
about- and in the roadway rickshaws and motor-cars and 
gharries gave a busy air to the scene. Suddenly their car 
stopped and Chi Seng turned round. 

“I think it more better if we walk here, sir,” he said. 

They got out and he went on. They followed a step or 
two behind. Then he asked them to stop. 

“You wait here, sir. I go in and speak to my fliend.” 

He went into a shop, open to the street, where three or 
four Chinese were standing behind the counter. It was one 
of those strange shops where nothing was on view, and you 
wondered what it was they sold there. They saw him 
address a stout man in a duck suit with a large gold chain 
across his breast, and the man shot a quick glance out 
into the night. He gave Chi Seng a key and Chi Seng 
came out. He beckoned to the two men waiting and slid 
into a doorway at the side of the shop. They followed him 
and found themselves at the foot of a flight of stairs. 

“If you wait a minute I will light a match,” he said, 
always resourceful. “You come upstairs, please.” 

He held a Japanese match in front of them, but it 
scarcely dispelled the darkness and they groped their way 
up behind him. On the first floor he unlocked a door and 
going in lit a gas-jet. 

“Come in, please,” he said. 

It was a small square room, with one window, and the 
only furniture consisted of two low Chinese beds covered 
with matting. In one corner was a large chest, with ail 
elaborate lock, and on this stood a shabby tray with an 
opium pipe on it and a lamp. There was in the room the 
faint, acrid scent of the drug. They sat down and Ong 
Chi Seng offered them cigarettes-. In a moment the door 
was opened by the fat Chinaman whom they had seen 
behind the counter. He bade them good evening in very 
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good English, and sat down by the side of his fellow- 
countryman. 

“The Chinese woman is just coming,” said Chi Seng. 

A boy from the shop brought in a tray with a teapot 
and cups and the Chinaman offered them a cup of tea. 
Crosbie refused. The Chinese talked to one another in 
undertones, but Crosbie and Mr. Joyce were silent. At 
last there was the sound of a voice outside ; some one was 
calling in a low tone ; and the Chinaman went to the door. 

He opened it, spoke a few words, and ushered a woman 
in. Mr. Joyce looked at her. He had heard much about 
her since Hammond’s death, but he had never seen her. 

She was a stoutish person, not very young, with a broad 
phlegmatic face, she was powdered and rouged and her 
eyebrows were a thin black line, but she gave you the 
impression of a woman of character. She wore a pale blue 
jacket and a white skirt, her costume was not quite 
European nor quite Chinese, but on her feet were little 
Chinese silk slippers. She wore heavy gold chains round 
her neck, gold bangles on her wrists, gold ear-rings and i. 
elaborate gold pins in her black hair. She walked in slowly, 
with the air of a woman sure of herself, but with a certain I 
heaviness of tread, and sat down on the bed beside Ong 
Chi Seng. He said something to her and nodding she gave 
an incurious glance at the two white men. 

“Has she got the letter?” asked Mr. Joyce. 

“Yes, sir.” 

Crosbie said nothing, but produced a roll of five hun- 
dred-dollar notes. He counted out twenty and handed them 
to Chi Seng. 

“Will you see if. that is correct?” 

The clerk counted them and gave them to the fat 
Chinaman. 

“Quite correct, sir.” 

The Chinaman counted them once more and put them in 
his pocket. He spoke again to the woman and she drew 
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from her bosom a letter. She gave it to Chi Seng who 
i ! cast his eyes over it. 

| S 'This is the right document, sir,” he said, and was about 

to give it to Mr. Joyce when Crosbie 'took it from him. 
f|- “Let me look at it,” he said. 

1 Mr. Joyce watched him read and then held out his hand 
fj| for it. 

|| “You'd better let me have it.” 

I Crosbie folded it up deliberately and put it in his 

pocket. 

“No, I'm going to keep it myself. It's cost me enough 
money.” 

I Mr. Joyce made no rejoinder. The three Chinese 

watched the little passage, but what they thought about 
it, or whether they thought, it was impossible to tell from 
their impassive countenances. Mr. Joyce rose to his feet. 

“Do you want me any more to-night, sir?” said Ong 
Chi Seng. 

“No.” He knew that the clerk wished to stay behind in 
order to get his agreed share of the money, and he turned 
to Crosbie. “Are you ready ?” 

Crosbie did not answer, but stood up. The Chinaman 
went to the door and opened it for them. Chi Seng found 
a bit of candle and lit it in order to light them down, and 
the two Chinese accompanied them to the street. They left 
the woman sitting quietly on the bed smoking a cigarette. 
When they reached the street the Chinese left them and 
went once more upstairs. 

“What are you going to do with that letter?” asked 
Mr. Joyce. 

“Keep it.” 

They walked to where the car was waiting for them 
and here Mr. Joyce offered his friend a lift. Crosbie shook 
his head. "C- 

f Tm going to walk.” He hesitated a little and shuffled 
his feet. “I went to Singapore on the night of Hammond's 
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death partly to buy a new gun that a man I knew wanted 
; to dispose of. Good night.” 

He disappeared quickly into the darkness. 

Mr. Joyce was quite right about the trial. The 
I assessors went into court fully determined to acquit Mrs. 
Crosbie. She gave evidence on her own behalf. She told 
her story simply and with straightforwardness. The 
D.P.P. was a kindly man and it was plain that he took no 
great pleasure in his task. He asked the necessary ques- 
tions in a deprecating manner. His speech for the pros- 
ecution might really have been a speech for the defense, 
and the assessors took less than five minutes to consider 
their popular verdict. It was impossible to prevent the 
great outburst of applause with which it was received by 
j: the crowd that packed the court house. The judge con- 

gratulated Mrs. Crosbie and she was a free woman. 

No one had expressed a more violent disapprobation of 
Hammond’s behavior than Mrs. Joyce; she was a woman 
loyal to her friends and she had insisted on the Crosbies 
staying with her after the trial, for she in common with 
every one else had no doubt of the result, till they could 
make arrangements to go away. It was out of the question 
for poor, dear, brave Leslie to return to the bungalow at 
f which the horrible catastrophe had taken place. The trial 
was over by half-past twelve and when they reached the 
Joyces’ house a grand luncheon was awaiting them. Cock- 
tails were ready, Mrs. Joyce’s million-dollar cocktail was 
celebrated through all the Malay States, and Mrs. Joyce 
drank Leslie’s health. She was a talkative, vivacious 
■ woman, and now she was in the highest spirits. It was 
fortunate, for the rest of them were silent. She did not 
wonder, her husband never had much to say, and the 
f other two were naturally exhausted from the long strain 

, to which they had been subjected. During luncheon she 

p carried on a bright and spirited monologue. Then coffee 
was served. 
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“Now, children,” she said in her gay, bustling fashion,, 
“you must have a rest and after tea I shall take you both 
for a drive to the sea.” 

Mr. Joyce, who lunched at home only by exception, had 
of course to go back to his office. 

“I’m afraid I can’t do that, Mrs. Joyce,” said Crosbie. 
“I’ve got to get back to the estate at once.” 

“Not to-day?” she cried. 

“Yes, now. I’ve neglected it for too long and- I have 
urgent business. But I shall be very grateful if you will 
keep Leslie until we have decided what to do.” 

Mrs. Joyce was about to expostulate, but her husband 
prevented her. 

“If he must go, he must, and there’s an end of it.” 


There was something in the lawyer’s tone which made 
her look at him quickly. She held her tongue and there 
was a moment’s silence. Then Crosbie spoke again. 

“If you’ll forgive me, I’ll start at once so that I can get 
there before dark.” He rose from the table. “Will you 
come and see me off, Leslie !” 

“Of course.” 

They went out of the dining-room together. 

“I think that’s rather inconsiderate of him,” said Mrs. 
Joyce. “He must know that Leslie wants to be with him 
just now.” 

“I’m sure he wouldn’t go if it wasn’t absolutely 
necessary.” 

“Well, I’ll just see that Leslie’s room is ready for her. 
She wants a complete rest, of course, and then amuse-? 
ment.” 

Mrs. Joyce left the room and Joyce sat down again. In 
a short time he heard Crosbie start the engine of his 
motor-cycle and then noisily scrunch over the gravel of the 
garden path. He got up and went into the drawing-room. 
Mrs. Crosbie was standing in the middle of it, looking 
into space, and in her hand was an open letter. He recog?- 
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nized it. She gave him a glance as he came in and he saw 
j that she was deathly pale. 

; “He knows/' she whispered. 

^ xj°^ e Went U P to ^ er an< 3 took the letter from her 
hand. He lit a match and set the paper afire. She watched 
it burn. When he could hold it no longer he dropped it 
on the tiled floor and they both looked at the paper curl 

“I" 11 ' Then he trod k int0 ashes with his foot. 

What does he know ?” 

She gave him a long, long stare and into her eyes came 
a strange look. Was it contempt or despair? Mr. Joyce 
could not tell. 

j He knows that Geoff, was my lover. ” 

1 H!' ,l° yce made no movement and uttered no sound. 

Hed been my lover for years. He became my lover 
almost immediately after he came back from the war We 
| knew how carefuI we must be. When we became lovers I 
pretended I was tired of him, and he seldom came to the 
; house when Robert was there. I used to drive out to a 
place we knew and he met me, two or three times a week, 
and when Robert went to Singapore he used to come to 
! ™e bungalow late, when the boys had gone for the night. 

I saw one another constantly, all the time, and not a 

soul had the smallest suspicion of it. And then lately, a 
year ago, he began to change. I didn’t know what was the 
matter. I couldn’t believe that he didn’t care for me any 
more. He always denied it. I was frantic. I made him 
scenes. Sometimes I thought he hated me. Oh, if you 
j knew what agonies I endured. I passed through hell. I 
knew he didn’t want me any more and I wouldn’t let him 
go. Misery! Misery! I loved him. I’d given him every- 
\ thin £- He was all my life. And then I heard he was living 
| with a Chinese woman. I couldn’t believe it. I wouldn’t 
| believe it. At last I saw her, I saw her with my own eyes, 

|; walking in the village, with her gold bracelets and her 
: necklaces, an old, fat, Chinese woman. She was older than 
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I was. Horrible! They all knew in the kampong that she 
was his mistress. And when I passed her, she looked at 
me and I knew that she knew I was his mistress too. I 
sent for him. I told him I must see him. You've read the 
letter. I was mad to write it. I didn't know what I was 
doing. I didn't eare, I hadn't seen him for ten days. It was 
a lifetime. And when last we'd parted he took me in his 
arms and kissed me, and told me not to worry. And he 
went straight from my arms to hers." 

She had been speaking in a low voice, vehemently, and 
now she stopped and wrung her hands. 

“That damned letter. We'd always been so careful. He 
always tore up any word I wrote to him the moment he'd 
read if. How was I to know he'd leave that one ? He came, 
and I told him I knew about the Chinawoman. He denied 
it He said it was only scandal. I was beside myself. I 
don't know what I said to him. Oh, I hated him then. I 
tore him limb from limb. I said everything I could to 
wound him. I insulted him. I could have spat in his face. 
And at last he turned on me. He told me he was sick and 
tired of me and never wanted to see me again. He said I 
bored him to death. And then he acknowledged that it was 
true about the Chinawoman. He said he’d known her for 
years, before the war, and she was the only woman who 
really meant anything to him, and the rest was just 
pastime. And he said he was glad I knew, and now at last 
I'd leave him alone. And then I don't know what hap- 
pened, I was beside myself, I saw r red. I seized the re- 
volver and I fired. He gave a cry and I saw I'd hit him. 
He staggered and rushed for the veranda. I ran after 
him and fired again. He fell, and then I stood over him 
and I fired and fired till the revolver went click, click, and 
I knew there were no more cartridges." 

At last she stopped, panting. Her face was no longer 
human, it was distorted with cruelty, and rage and pain. 
You would never have thought that this quiet, refined 
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woman was capable of such fiendish passion. Mr. Joyce 
took a step backwards. He was absolutely aghast at the 
sight of her. It was not a face, it was a gibbering, hideous 
mask. Then they Beard a voice calling from another room* 
a loud, friendly, cheerful voice. It was Mrs. Joyce. 

“Come along, Leslie darling, your room’s ready. You 
must be dropping with sleep.” 

Mrs. Crosbie’s features gradually composed themselves. 
Those passions, so clearly delineated, were smoothed away 
as with your hand you would smooth a crumpled paper, 
and in a minute the face was cool and calm and unlined- 
She was a trifle pale, but her lips broke into a pleasant, 
affable smile. She was once more the well-bred and even 
distinguished woman. 

“I’m coming, Dorothy dear. I’m sorry to give you so 
much trouble.” 



